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Day One


Chapter 1

Day One

The scent of jasmine filled our small bathroom as I finished touching up my makeup. Light lipstick and natural-looking eyeshadow, I wasn’t going to an evening gala, just my first day at Aether Dynamics. But my stomach was fluttering like a butterfly colony had taken up residence there.

I smoothed down my black pencil skirt for the fifth time, tugged my stockings up, adjusted my ivory silk blouse that Ryan said looked “professionally hot,” and checked my appearance in the mirror. My shoulder-length chestnut hair was pinned up neatly, my heels conservative, my posture straight. Perfect secretary material.

And I owed it all to my husband, Ryan.

Speaking of Ryan, I could hear him humming to himself as he made breakfast. Our kitchen opened into our tiny living room of our apartment that felt more cramped with each passing year. Not that I minded. When I married Ryan right out of college, all that mattered was that we were together.

“Ava! French toast is ready!” Ryan called, his enthusiasm infectious even through my nervousness.

I grabbed my laptop bag and briefcase, taking a deep breath. The job Ryan had landed for me wasn’t just any position, I was now Executive Assistant to Julian Kane, the CEO of Aether Dynamics himself. I would have had no shot if Ryan weren’t one of their star senior programmers, vying for a promotion to project lead. When Mr. Kane had mentioned in a passing meeting that he needed a new assistant...

“You know, I have this friend,” Ryan had said to his boss, “My wife Ava, actually. She’s brilliant, organized, has that business degree. She’d be perfect.”

Mr. Kane’s answer had been swift. “Send her resume over. I’ll personally interview her.”

Ryan had practically floated home that day. A three-month temp contract that could lead to something permanent. Enough money that we could finally start looking at houses instead of cramming ourselves into this overpriced one-bedroom apartment.

I entered the kitchen and Ryan immediately swept me into his arms, planting a kiss on my lips that smelled of coffee and maple syrup.

“You look gorgeous,” he said, pushing his black-rimmed glasses up his nose. His brown eyes sparkled with pride.

I playfully swatted his chest. “It’s my first day. You don’t have to oversell it.”

“I’m not,” he insisted, gesturing to the plate of french toast artfully arranged with strawberries. “My brilliant wife is going to be working right down the hall from me. In the executive offices, no less!”

“That’s the plan,” I said, taking a bite. “Though I’ll be lucky if I can even figure out the coffee machine today. Being a real secretary is different from the B.S. college internships I did.”

“Nonsense. You’ll have Julian eating out of your hand,” Ryan said with complete confidence.

A twinge of guilt shot through me. “Speaking of Mr. Kane,” I said carefully, “did he say anything about what he needs help with? The interview was so... brief.”

I still couldn’t quite wrap my head around that interview. I’d worn my best navy pantsuit, prepared to answer dozens of questions about my skills and qualifications. Instead, Julian Kane, tall, imposing, with steely gray eyes that seemed to look right through me, he had barely glanced at my resume.

“Ava,” he’d said in a deep voice that had made me sit up straighter, “your husband speaks very highly of you. Says you’re loyal, efficient, and... discreet.”

The word “discreet” had hung in the air. Then he’d simply smiled, leaned back in his leather chair, and said, “The position is yours if you want it.”

Ryan shrugged now, oblivious to my lingering confusion. “Julian likes to keep his operations streamlined. You’ll be handling his calendar, emails, coordinating with other departments. Basically being the gatekeeper to the most powerful man in the company.”

“That’s a lot of pressure,” I said, though my cheeks flushed at the compliment.

“Hey,” Ryan squeezed my hand, “if there’s one thing I know about you, it’s that you can handle anything when you put your mind to it. Besides, this means we can finally carpool together!”

We’d joked about that last week, how ridiculous it was that I was starting at his company and would technically outrank him, at least in terms of office location. The executives got parking on the sub-level, while regular employees had to fight for spots in the open lots.

I checked my watch. “We should get going if we want to beat traffic.”

Ryan practically bounced to his feet. “My executive wife,” he teased, grabbing both our coffee mugs. “Don’t worry, I won’t expect you to make coffee for me just because you’ll be right next to the fancy machines.” I smiled and corrected him. “It’s Executive Assistant, Ry.”

We rode down in the elevator, our fingers laced together. As the doors opened to the garage, I caught sight of my reflection in the polished metal. My nervousness was showing. I took a deep breath.

“Ready?” Ryan asked, squeezing my hand.

“As I’ll ever be.”

Ryan’s hybrid purred as we pulled out onto the morning streets. Harbor City was already coming alive, commuters filling the roads, sunlight reflecting off the glass buildings downtown. The tower that housed Aether Dynamics dominated the skyline—42 stories of steel and glass that looked more like a monument to ambition than an office building.

“I’ll drop you at the front,” Ryan said as we approached. “The security will know you’re starting today.”

“Thanks.” I gathered my things, heart pounding.

Before I could open the door, Ryan reached over and kissed me, a real kiss, deep and reassuring. “You’re going to be amazing,” he whispered against my lips. “And tonight, we’re celebrating.”

I smiled, some of my anxiety melting away. “I’m holding you to that.”

As I walked toward the revolving doors, I felt his gaze on me. I glanced back and gave a little wave before disappearing inside.

The lobby was all marble and glass, sleek and intimidating. The security guard greeted me by name, gave me a temporary badge, and directed me to the executive elevators.

“You’ll need to be fingerprinted and have your photo taken for a permanent badge,” he explained. “Mr. Kane’s assistant usually handles the process.”

That would be me soon, I realized with another flutter of nerves.

The elevator whisked me to the 42nd floor, and when the doors opened, the atmosphere changed completely. Unlike the bright, open space where Ryan worked on the 15th floor, the executive level was all dark wood, plush carpeting, and quiet power. A receptionist with impeccable makeup and a tailored dress greeted me.

“Mrs. Marks? I’m Michelle. Mr. Kane is expecting you.”

I followed her down a hallway, past closed doors with brass nameplates. I could hear muffled voices behind some, others were silent. My heels clicked softly on the polished floor.

“Mr. Kane’s office is at the end,” Michelle explained. “The smaller office to the right will be yours. Your predecessor didn’t leave much behind, so you’ll have free rein to set it up as you please.”

She opened a door, and I stepped into what would be my workspace for the next three months, hopefully longer. It was smaller than Julian’s office but still luxurious compared to any place I’d worked before. A large window looked out over the city, and a mahogany desk dominated the room. My name was already on a gold placard on the desk: “Ava Marks, Executive Assistant.”

“Wow,” I whispered, setting down my things.

“The computer is set up with your login credentials,” Michelle said. “You’ll find Mr. Kane’s calendar and current tasks. He has a staff meeting at 9:30, and then a lunch with investors. After that, your schedule is open for orientation.”

“Thank you,” I said, genuinely grateful.

She hesitated at the door. “If I can offer one piece of advice,” she said, her voice dropping, “Julian values efficiency above all. Don’t waste his time with small talk. Be direct, be thorough, and don’t ever lie to him.”

With that ominous counsel, she left, closing the door softly behind her.

I sank into the comfortable leather chair, booting up the computer. The email client opened immediately, hundreds of messages already organized into folders. I clicked through them, my brain shifting into work mode.

I didn’t notice the interconnecting door to Julian’s office open until a deep voice spoke.

“Starting early, I see.”

I jumped, nearly spilling the water I’d just poured myself. Julian Kane stood in the doorway, his presence filling the small office. He was even more intimidating today than during the interview—tall, impeccably dressed in a dark suit that must have cost more than our monthly rent, with those penetrating gray eyes.

“Mr. Kane! I’m sorry, I didn’t—“

He raised a hand, cutting off my apology. “Don’t be. Punctuality is a quality I value. Ryan was right about you.”

I blinked, surprised he’d mentioned my husband. “Thank you. I’m eager to prove myself.”

He nodded, stepping fully into my office and closing the door behind him. “I don’t need a babysitter or a social secretary. I need someone who can anticipate my needs before I have them.”

“Yes, sir. I understand.”

He moved around my desk, standing close enough that I could smell his cologne—something expensive and woodsy. I remained seated, but had to tilt my head back to maintain eye contact.

“You have a direct line to me,” he said, tapping a button on my phone. “If there’s something urgent, use it. Otherwise, emails suffice. My coffee preferences are on the desktop—not that I expect you to be fetching coffee.”

“No, of course not,” I said quickly.

A small smile played at his lips. “Ryan mentioned you’re ambitious. Is that true?”

I straightened, choosing my words carefully. “I want to build a career, yes. To be good at what I do.”

“Honest answer.” He seemed pleased. “And you’re aware of the nature of this role? The... access you’ll have to sensitive information?”

“Absolutely. I take confidentiality very seriously.”

His eyes traveled over me, not in an inappropriate way, but with a calculated assessment that made me feel like I was being thoroughly examined. “I’m sure you do. Well, Mrs. Marks, I have a meeting. Get settled in, familiarize yourself with my schedule. We’ll review your progress at the end of the day.”

“Yes, Mr. Kane. Thank you.”

As he turned to leave, he paused. “And Ava? Call me Julian when we’re alone. Mr. Kane is for everyone else.”

With that, he returned to his office, closing the connecting door behind him.

I let out a breath I hadn’t realized I was holding. My hands were trembling slightly as I opened my laptop and began going through his calendar. There was no question—Julian Kane operated on a different level than anyone I’d ever worked for. Everything about him radiated control and expectation.

But as I organized my new workspace, a strange excitement began to replace my nerves. This was what I’d studied for, worked toward. And Ryan was right—this opportunity could change everything for us.

At 9:25, the phone buzzed. Julian’s voice was crisp: “I’ll need you in the conference room for the staff meeting. Take notes and prepare a summary afterward.”

“Yes, Mr. Kane,” I responded automatically, then corrected myself. “I mean, Julian.”

I heard the briefest chuckle before the line went dead.

The morning passed in a blur of learning systems, meeting people, and trying to absorb the rhythm of the executive floor. I caught glimpses of Ryan through the glass walls of the break room, once during his coffee run. He gave me an enthusiastic thumbs up from across the hall, making me smile.

Lunch arrived, and since Julian was dining with investors off-site, I took the opportunity to explore the executive dining room—a beautiful space with panoramic views and surprisingly good food. As I was finishing my salad, a woman sat down across from me, uninvited but not unwelcome.

“You must be the new assistant,” she said, her voice confident. She was beautiful, with blonde hair pulled back in a sleek ponytail and red lipstick that matched her tailored dress. “I’m Rachel, VP of Marketing.”

“Ava Marks,” I replied, extending my hand.

She shook it firmly. “I’ve heard about you. Julian rarely hires assistants himself.”

I hesitated, not sure how to respond. “It was a bit unusual, yes.”

Rachel leaned forward conspiratorially. “Can I give you some advice? Julian respects competence above all. Don’t flirt, don’t try to charm him—just be excellent at your job. The others around here...” she waved a hand dismissively, “they think sleeping their way to the top is the only path. It’s not.”

I blinked, surprised by her candor. “Thank you. That’s... refreshing to hear.”

She smiled, but there was something calculating in her eyes. “You’re married, right? To one of the programmers?”

“Yes, Ryan. We’ve been married two years.”

Rachel’s expression didn’t change, but I sensed something shift. “Interesting. Well, welcome to the executive floor, Ava. You’ll find it’s a whole different world up here.”

As she walked away, I couldn’t shake the feeling that I’d just been warned about something I didn’t fully understand.

By five o’clock, my head was spinning with new information, passwords, protocols, and names. I was tidying my desk when the interconnecting door opened again.

“Leaving already?” Julian stood in the doorway, his jacket off, shirtsleeves rolled up, looking more relaxed than he had all day.

“I wasn’t sure if you needed anything else,” I said.

“Come into my office for a moment.”

I followed him, noting how the evening light streamed through his floor-to-ceiling windows, bathing the room in a golden glow. The view was breathtaking—Bale Harbor spread out below us, the bay glinting in the distance.

“Impressive, isn’t it?” he said, standing next to me at the window.

“Very,” I agreed.

“First day assessment?” he asked, turning to face me.

“I think I have a handle on the basics, but there’s still a lot to learn.”

He nodded. “Honest. I appreciate that. How’s Ryan feeling about you working here?”

I hesitated. The question felt more personal than I expected. “He’s thrilled. He was the one who encouraged me to apply.”

Julian studied me. “Loyal to your husband.”

“Yes,” I said, feeling oddly defensive.

“That’s admirable,” he said, but something in his tone made it sound like he found my loyalty... quaint. “Well, Mrs. Marks, I think you’ll do just fine here. Tomorrow we’ll get into the more sensitive aspects of the job. Can you stay an extra hour to review some confidential files?”

“Of course,” I agreed, not thinking twice.

He walked me back to my office, stopping at the door. “Enjoy your evening with Ryan. Tell him his wife is already proving to be an asset to the company.”

The way he said “his wife” sent an odd shiver down my spine, but I brushed it off as exhaustion from my first day.

Ryan was waiting for me in the lobby, bouncing on his heels with excitement. “How was it? Was it amazing? Tell me everything!”

As we drove home, I regaled him with stories about the office, the people I’d met, the work I’d be doing. I deliberately left out Rachel’s strange comments and Julian’s odd emphasis on confidentiality.

“I knew you’d kill it!” Ryan exclaimed, pulling into our parking spot. “This is going to change everything for us.”

Inside our apartment, he insisted on taking me out to celebrate. We dressed up—Ryan in a button-down shirt I loved, me in a red dress that made him whistle appreciatively—and walked to our favorite Italian place down the street.

Over dinner, Ryan was full of questions. “What’s Julian really like? I’ve only gotten to speak to him a few times.”

“He’s... intense,” I said carefully. “Very focused, very in control.”

Ryan nodded, swirling his wine. “He’s brilliant, though. The stuff he’s done with Aether, the whole direction he’s taking the company. Working directly with him? You’re going to learn so much.”

“I hope so,” I said, meaning it.

Later, in bed, Ryan made love to me with an enthusiasm that had been missing lately. Stressed by work, by our cramped living situation, by the endless cycle of bills. Tonight, though, he was electric with hope.

“You’re going to be running that place one day,” he whispered against my neck as we caught our breath.

Ryan’s hand slid under my dress as we kissed goodnight. “I can’t stop thinking about you in that office,” he murmured, voice rougher than usual. “All those powerful men… and you right there in the middle of it. It’s kind of hot, isn’t it?”

I laughed softly. “Doubtful. But maybe I can work my way up to something better than secretary.”

“You could do anything,” he insisted, kissing me again. “Anything.”

As I drifted to sleep in his arms, I couldn’t help but feel like the first page of a new chapter had turned. A better apartment, maybe a house someday, the career I’d always wanted—it all seemed suddenly possible.

I should have paid more attention to the nagging feeling that Julian’s interest in me went beyond professional, that Rachel’s warning held more meaning than I’d understood. But I was caught up in the promise of the future, blind to the currents pulling me in a direction I never could have anticipated.

I fell asleep smiling, completely unaware that by this time next month, the very foundation of my marriage would be cracked beyond repair. I wasn’t just the wife of an ambitious programmer anymore.

I was now Julian Kane’s secretary. And he had plans for me that had nothing to do with calendars and emails.
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Chapter 2

Additional Responsibilities

The soft buzz of the alarm cut through the predawn darkness. Ryan groaned, rolling over to silence it. For once, he beat me out of bed.

“I’ll make coffee,” he mumbled, heading to the kitchen in his boxers.

I smiled at his retreating form. For the past two weeks, he’d been in an incredible mood, energized by his own projects and genuinely proud of my adjustment to my new role. Julian had even complimented me to Ryan after the weekly development meeting—a passing comment that had made my husband’s day.

“I told you you’d be amazing,” Ryan had gushed that evening, uncorking a bottle of wine we’d been saving. “Julian never notices anyone except when something’s wrong.”

Life felt good. Stable. Like we were finally on the right trajectory.

I stretched and joined Ryan in the kitchen, accepting the mug of coffee he handed me.

“Any big plans today?” he asked, buttering toast.

“The usual. Julian has a video conference with the Singapore office this morning, then board meeting prep in the afternoon. Nothing too exciting.”

“And you’re liking it?” He searched my face, his brown eyes earnest behind his glasses.

“I am,” I said honestly. “The work is challenging, but I feel like I’m actually contributing. The executive team seems to respect me.” I deliberately didn’t mention that respect had taken time to earn, or the subtle power dynamics at play.

“That’s my brilliant wife,” he said, leaning over to kiss me. “You’ll be running that place before you know it.”

We left the apartment together, Ryan dropping me at the executive entrance with a quick kiss before heading to the employee parking lot. The familiar routine was comforting—until I reached the 42nd floor and found Julian already waiting outside my office, uncharacteristically early.

“Ava,” he nodded, his voice deeper than usual in the quiet hallway. “My office. Now.”

Something in his tone sent a chill down my spine. This wasn’t his usual crisp efficiency. This was something else entirely.

I followed him inside, watching as he closed and locked the door behind us. My heart rate picked up, though I told myself it was just another unusual executive request. Julian never followed standard protocols anyway.

“We need to talk about the role,” he said, not bothering to sit behind his desk. Instead, he stood in front of the window, his tall frame silhouetted against the morning light.

“I thought I was handling everything well,” I said, surprised to hear the defensive edge in my voice.

“You are,” he agreed, turning to face me. “Professionally. But we haven’t discussed the... additional responsibilities.”

My stomach twisted. “I’m not sure what you mean.”

He stepped closer, invading my personal space. “A successful executive assistant anticipates needs beyond spreadsheets and scheduling. She provides comprehensive support.”

I took an involuntary step back, hitting the edge of his desk. “I’m happy to take on more responsibility if you clarify—“

“Let me be explicit, Ava.” His eyes held mine, refusing to let me look away. “The most valuable service you can provide me is personal discretion and... accommodation.”

“Accommodation?” My voice came out higher than intended.

His hand reached out, tracing the edge of my jaw with a finger that was surprisingly gentle. “I require certain stress relief during the workday. Nothing complicated, nothing time-consuming. Just... availability.”

I recoiled, shock turning my blood cold. “Mr. Kane, I—“

“Julian,” he corrected, his voice low. “And let’s be clear—this isn’t a request. It’s part of the job description you accepted when you signed on.”

“That’s not what I signed up for,” I protested, my heart hammering against my ribs.

“Isn’t it?” He moved closer, crowding me against the desk. “The salary, the prestige, the career advancement—all come with expectations, Ava. Ones you should have understood when Ryan sold you for this position.”

The mention of my husband’s name felt like a slap. “Ryan doesn’t know about this. He would never—“

“Ryan,” Julian interrupted, his voice hardening, “knows exactly what happens to beautiful assistants who work for powerful men. He might not admit it, but he understands the transaction.”

I shook my head, refusing to believe it. “That’s not true. We’re not like that.”

“Aren’t you?” His hand slid from my jaw to my throat, not choking, just resting there—a constant reminder of his power. “Why do you think he pushed so hard for you to take this job? Why would a happily married man want his wife working in such close proximity to a man like me?”

I wanted to deny it, but the memory of Ryan’s enthusiasm suddenly looked different. The pride he took in telling people where I worked. The way he never questioned the excessive salary for a temp position.

“You’re wrong,” I whispered, but without conviction.

“Am I?” Julian’s thumb stroked the pulse point beneath my jaw. “Let me ask you something—has your sex life improved since you started here?”

The question caught me off guard. I blinked, remembering how energetic Ryan had been these past weeks. How much more attentive and passionate he’d become.

“He’s excited about our success,” I said defensively.

“Or perhaps,” Julian suggested, his voice dropping lower, “he’s aroused by the idea of his wife in my world. Serving me. Being... admired by me.”

The room felt suddenly too warm. I could feel sweat gathering between my breasts, my skin hypersensitive where his hand still rested against my throat.

“That’s absurd,” I said, but my voice had lost its strength.

Julian’s free hand moved to my hip, pressing me against the edge of his desk. “Your body is telling me a different story.”

I flushed, acutely aware of the hard mahogany pressing into my thighs, catching for a moment and tearing a small rip in my pantyhose, the unmistakable presence of his body against mine. “This is inappropriate.”

“Yes,” he agreed without hesitation. “Which is why it needs to happen in here, with the door locked, where no one can see the prim Mrs. Marks with her panties around her ankles for her boss.”

My breath caught. “I would never—“

“But you will,” he finished for me, his mouth inches from mine. “Because you want this job, promotions... You want the lifestyle it will bring you and Ryan. You want to be more than just someones wife. You want to matter.”

Tears pricked my eyes, his words hitting painfully close to insecurities I barely acknowledged to myself. “That doesn’t mean I’ll sleep with you.”

“Sleep?” He laughed softly, the sound rumbling through his chest and against mine. “Who said anything about sleeping? This is purely physical. Stress relief. Nothing romantic, nothing meaningful. Just your body serving a purpose while your mind stays safely with Ryan.”

I hated how reasonable he made it sound. How he turned betrayal into a business transaction.

“You don’t even find me attractive,” I said, desperate for some way out. “I’m just a convenient—“

“Careful,” he warned, his fingers tightening slightly on my throat. “Don’t mistake efficiency for disinterest.” His other hand slid from my hip to my waist, then higher, cupping my breast through my blouse. “I noticed your curves during the interview. Noticed how your nipples hardened when I looked at you too long.”

I gasped, my body betraying me as it responded to his touch. “That’s a lie.”

His thumb brushed over my nipple, now embarrassingly stiff beneath the lace of my bra. “Is it?”

Shame burned through me, mingling with an unwanted pulse of arousal. This couldn’t be happening. I was a married woman, faithful, in love with my husband.

“Ryan would be devastated,” I whispered, the only argument I had left.

Julian’s eyes softened almost imperceptibly. “He doesn’t need to know. It can be our secret, your contribution to his career. To both your futures.” His hand released my throat, sliding down to rest at the top of my blouse. “No one gets hurt, Ava. Everyone gets what they want.”

I stared at him, my mind racing. Could I really do this? Hide something so monumental from the man I loved? Trade my integrity for a better life?

“It’s just once, right?” I heard myself ask, hating the tremor in my voice.

The corner of Julian’s mouth curved upward. “As often as I need it. Perhaps twice a week, occasionally more during stressful periods.”

“That’s... not once,” I whispered.

“It’s manageable,” he countered. “A few minutes of your time, a small price for everything you’re gaining.”

Before I could respond, he captured my mouth in a kiss that was shockingly gentle despite the firmness of his hands. His lips moved against mine with practiced confidence, his tongue teasing my lower lip until I opened to him.

When he finally pulled back, I was breathless, my resolve crumbling.

“Get on your knees,” he said softly, his voice a command that sent a shiver through me.

“I can’t,” I whispered, even as my body seemed to move of its own accord, sliding down the front of his desk until I knelt before him.

“You can,” he assured me, his hands going to his belt. “You will.”

I watched, hypnotized, as he unbuckled his leather belt, unzipped his expensive tailored pants, and freed himself. My breath caught at the sight of him—thick, hard and much larger than I’d expected.

“You’ll find,” he said, wrapping his hand around himself, “that a bit of discomfort is part of the experience.” His other hand cupped the back of my head, not forcing, just guiding. “But it’s worth it.”

My wedding ring felt impossibly heavy on my left hand as I reached out hesitantly to touch him. He was hot and rigid in my palm, so different from Ryan’s familiar body.

“Like this,” Julian murmured, his hand covering mine and moving it up and down in a firm rhythm.

I followed his lead, watching in a daze as his head fell back slightly, a look of pleasure crossing his features. It was strange to hold power in my hand while feeling completely powerless.

After a moment, his hand tightened in my hair. “Now put your mouth on me. Just the tip at first.”

I hesitated, the moment of truth upon me. If I did this, there would be no going back. I would have crossed a line that couldn’t be uncrossed.

Julian didn’t force me, didn’t rush me. He simply waited, patient as a predator who knows his prey has nowhere to run.

With a shuddering breath, I leaned forward and touched my tongue to the head of his cock. The taste was surprising—clean, with a faint saltiness. I glanced up at him, seeking some sign that I was doing it right.

His eyes met mine, heated with unmistakable lust. “That’s it, Ava. Take a little more.”

I obeyed, closing my lips around him, feeling the unfamiliar stretch as I took more of him into my mouth. My jaw began to ache almost immediately, but I continued, remembering what little I knew from whispered conversations with college friends.

“That’s good,” he praised, his hand loosening slightly in my hair. “Now use your hand too. Create a rhythm.”

I did as he instructed, finding a pace that seemed to please him based on the quiet groans that escaped his lips. The sounds were different from the ones Ryan made—deeper, more controlled, but unmistakably authentic.

“Look at me,” he commanded softly.

I raised my eyes to his, the position making me feel simultaneously degraded and powerful. His gray eyes burned into mine, a silent acknowledgment of what we were doing, of the line we were crossing together.

“You look beautiful like this,” he murmured, surprising me. “So proper on the surface, so filthy underneath.”

I felt a tear escape the corner of my eye, whether from shame or something else I couldn’t say. His cock continued to slide between my lips, smearing my carefully applied lipstick. The reality of what I was doing crashing over me in waves.

When his rhythm changed, becoming more urgent, I tensed instinctively. “Relax,” he said, noticing my reaction. “I’ll tell you when.”

The control in his voice somehow made it easier to comply. I relaxed my throat as best I could, my eyes watering as he pushed deeper. Just when I thought I couldn’t take any more, he withdrew slightly.

“Now, keep the pressure steady,” he instructed, his voice rougher than before.

I increased the suction, my hand moving in time with my mouth. I felt him swell between my lips, his hand tightening almost painfully in my hair.

“Fuck,” he breathed, his composure finally cracking. “Right there. Don’t stop.”

The explicit language sent a jolt of something through me—a mix of shame and forbidden excitement. I redoubled my efforts, my own saliva dripping down my chin.

Suddenly, he pulled back completely, his hand releasing my hair to grasp himself firmly. “Open your mouth,” he commanded, his voice strained.

I obeyed, eyes wide as he stroked himself with rapid, purposeful movements. I’d never watched Ryan do this, had barely even seen it done in the few adult films we’d tried together.

“I’m going to cum on your face,” he announced, his eyes locked on mine. “That’s non-negotiable. Part of the service.”

I should have been horrified, should have pulled away. Instead, I knelt there, my mouth open, waiting. When the first warm spurt hit my cheek, I flinched, but didn’t turn away. More followed, striping my face with shocking heat, coating my tongue with a sticky saltiness. The musky, slightly bitter smell filled my nostrils, marking me in the most primal way.

As the last pulse ebbed, I realized I was shaking, adrenaline coursing through my veins. Julian’s breathing was heavy above me, the only sound in the quiet office except for the hum of the ventilation system.

“That was exceptional for a first time,” he said after a moment, his voice returning to its usual calm tone. “Most take weeks to achieve that level of obedience.”

His casual compliment landed like a slap. This was a comparison I didn’t want to excel at. I blinked, feeling his release begin to slide down my face.

“In my desk,” he continued, tucking himself away with practiced ease, “you’ll find a small hand towel. Clean yourself up.”

Mechanically, I stood on unsteady legs and moved to his desk, finding the towel exactly where he said it would be. As I wiped the evidence from my face, my mind reeled. I’d just done something that would destroy my marriage if Ryan ever found out.

“You’ll keep your normal schedule,” Julian said, already at his computer, checking emails as if nothing had happened. “Except when I send for you. Then you’ll come immediately, lock the door, and wait for instructions.”

I swallowed hard, returning the towel to its hiding place. “What if someone notices?”

“They won’t,” he said with absolute confidence. “Discretion is one of your core responsibilities, isn’t it?”

The twisted logic made my head hurt. “I need time to process this,” I said, surprising myself with the admission.

Julian looked up, his expression unreadable. “You have fifteen minutes before your first video conference. I suggest you freshen up in the bathroom and check your appearance. You look like a woman who’s just had her face painted.”

The crude description made me blush, but I went immediately to the en-suite bathroom he pointed to. I did look disheveled—my lipstick completely gone, my cheeks flushed, my eyes slightly swollen from unshed tears.

As I fixed my appearance, the enormity of what I’d done crashed over me. Julian Kane now owned a piece of me, a piece that belonged exclusively to my husband. In exchange, I’d been promised a position of power and prestige, financial security that Ryan and I had only dreamed of.

When I returned to his office, my composure somewhat restored, Julian was all business.

“The conference room will need to be set up five minutes before the Singapore team comes online,” he said, handing me a file. “These are the quarterly reports they’ll be referencing. Familiarize yourself with them.”

I took the file, grateful for the return to normalcy. “Yes, Mr. K—Julian.”

He gave me a look that said he understood my slip wasn’t about formality, but about establishing boundaries. “See you after the call, Ava.”

I fled to my office, shutting the door behind me and collapsing into my chair. What had I done? How would I face Ryan tonight, knowing what I’d hidden from him?

But as I opened the file and began scanning the financial data, a different thought intruded: This was what it felt like to be powerful. To have secrets. To make decisions that most people would never have the courage—or opportunity—to make.

My wedding ring caught the light as I typed notes, the diamonds sparkling innocently. A symbol of vows I’d just broken.

I wondered if I would do it again when Julian inevitably summoned me. I wondered if part of me already wanted to.

For now, I focused on the work, losing myself in the comfort of competence. The Singapore call went smoothly, Julian presenting the quarterly numbers with his usual commanding presence. When it ended, he caught my eye across the conference table.

“Good work today,” he said, dismissing the others. “Ava, please review the minutes and have them distributed by three.”

As the room emptied, I gathered my things, preparing to leave. Before I could escape, Julian spoke again.

“Same time tomorrow morning. Don’t be late.”

My heart sank, even as something twisted low in my stomach in response. “Yes, Julian,” I whispered, and made my way back to the sanctuary of my office.

I lasted until noon before excusing myself to the restroom, where I locked myself in a stall and cried silent tears of shame and confusion. When I returned to my desk, my face was composed, but my world had fundamentally shifted.

That evening, Ryan met me in the lobby with his usual enthusiasm. “Hey, superstar! Tough day?”

You have no idea, I thought, accepting his hug. “Just getting into the swing of things,” I said, my voice only slightly strained.

He bought us dinner on the way home, chatting about a breakthrough he’d had with his code. I listened, smiling and nodding, feeling the weight of my deception growing heavier with each lie of omission.

Later, in bed, Ryan reached for me with his familiar tenderness. As he kissed my neck, his hand sliding under my pajama top, all I could think was that his touch felt so different from Julian’s—softer, more tentative.

“You seem distant,” he murmured against my skin.

“Long day,” I said, pulling him closer. “Make me forget about it.”

As he made love to me with gentle care, I stared at the ceiling, my mind betraying me by imagining what Julian might do differently. The thought should have repulsed me. Instead, I felt a forbidden spark of curiosity that terrified me more than anything else.

When Ryan fell asleep beside me, his arm draped protectively over my waist, I lay awake for hours, the reality of my situation sinking in. I had become someone I didn’t recognize, someone who could kneel before another man in the morning and lie beside her husband at night.

As I finally drifted into an uneasy sleep, one terrifying question echoed in my mind: When Julian summoned me tomorrow, would I hesitate? Or would I go willingly, curious to see just how far I was willing to fall?

The answer came with the morning light and the sick excitement building in my stomach as I got dressed for work—choosing slightly nicer underwear beneath my conservative outfit, just in case.

Ryan noticed nothing as he kissed me goodbye, already excited about some project milestone. “You’re amazing, babe,” he said. “I can’t wait to tell everyone at the office that I’m married to the best damn executive assistant Aether Dynamics has ever seen.”

If only he knew exactly what kind of “assisting” I’d be doing today.

As the elevator carried me to the 42nd floor, I practiced my resolve. I would go to Julian’s office when summoned. I would do what was required. I would earn the position Ryan had secured for me.

But even as I stepped into the executive suite, my heels clicking on the lavish floor, I knew it wasn’t just about the job anymore. A part of me—the part that had grown restless in our small apartment, that had wanted more than the quiet life with my sweet husband—was curious to see what might happen next.

And that scared me more than anything.


Monday Mornings


Chapter 3

Monday Mornings

Monday mornings used to mean bagels with Ryan before heading to our separate jobs, quick kisses at the door, and the promise of “see you tonight.” Now, they meant anticipation coiling low in my stomach as I dressed with extra care, knowing Julian would have his way with me before the workday even began.

It had been three weeks since I first knelt in his office. Each morning followed the same pattern: I’d arrive at 7:30 AM, fifteen minutes before Julian’s first meeting. He’d summon me with a simple text message—my office, now—and I’d lock his door behind me, already knowing what came next.

“You’re late,” he said today, his back to me as he looked out the floor-to-ceiling windows at the city waking below.

“One minute,” I replied, my voice steady despite my racing heart. “The elevator was slow.”

Julian turned, his gray eyes already heated with morning lust. He wore another of his perfectly tailored suits, dark gray today, with a crisp white shirt open at the collar. He looked like money and power personified, making me feel simultaneously out of place and desperately eager to please.

“That minute will cost you,” he said, crossing the distance between us. “Remove your blouse.”

My fingers trembled slightly as I unbuttoned my cream silk blouse, the morning light filtering through the blinds making my skin glow in the dim office. I let the fabric slide off my shoulders, revealing the black lace bra I’d chosen specifically for him.

“Skirt too,” he commanded, watching with hooded eyes.

I unzipped the pencil skirt, letting it pool around my heels before stepping out. The cool air raised goosebumps where my stockings did not reach. I stood before him in my underwear and heels, feeling exposed but somehow powerful and desired in my submission.

Julian circled me slowly, like a predator examining his prey. “The red was nice,” he said, reaching out to trace the strap of my bra, “but black suits you better. Matches the stain on your soul.”

The shame burned through me, but it mixed deliciously with desire as his fingers moved to the front clasp, snapping it open with practiced ease. My breasts spilled free, my nipples already hardening.

“These,” he murmured, cupping one in his large hand, “have been on my mind all weekend.”

He took my nipple between his fingers, pinching until I gasped, a sound he clearly relished. Then his hand slipped into my panties, finding me already wet.

“So eager for me,” he observed. “Does your husband know you wake up dripping for another man’s touch?”

I shook my head, unable to speak as his fingers found my clit, circling with just the right pressure. My knees threatened to buckle.

“Lie on the desk,” he ordered, removing his hand and leaving me aching. “Face down.”

I positioned myself as directed, my breasts pressed against the cool wood, my ass raised high. Julian stepped behind me, running his hands over my stockings, up my thighs, over the curve of my behind.

“Beautiful,” he whispered, then delivered a sharp slap to my left cheek.

I cried out, more from surprise than pain. The sound echoed in the empty office.

“That’s for being late,” he said, soothing the reddened skin with his palm. “This is because I enjoy the way it makes you sound.”

Another slap, harder this time, on the right cheek. Tears sprang to my eyes as I bit my lip to keep from crying out again.

“So obedient,” Julian praised, hooking his fingers into my panties and sliding them down my legs. “But still needing training. You’re too quiet, too restrained. I want to hear you.”

His hand came down again, three quick spanks that left me panting against the desk. The sting was becoming something else—a hot throb that traveled directly to my clit.

“You see?” he murmured, sliding two fingers into my wetness without warning. “Your body understands, even if your mind resists.”

He pumped his fingers slowly, curling them inside me. I moaned despite myself, the sound seeming unnaturally loud in the quiet office.

“Much better,” he said approvingly. “I like hearing what I do to you.”

I was already close, my hips pushing back against his hand shamelessly. When he added a third finger, stretching me painfully full, I couldn’t stop the words from escaping.

“Please,” I whispered, “Julian, please...”

“Please what?” he demanded, stilling his movements. “Beg properly, or I’ll stop.”

I squeezed my eyes shut, mortified by what I was about to say. “Please make me come. Please let me... let me come for you.”

He laughed softly, the sound sending shivers down my spine. “That wasn’t so hard, was it?”

His thumb found my clit as his fingers resumed their ruthless pace. The orgasm crashed over me almost immediately, my body tensing and trembling as waves of pleasure washed through me. I cried out freely now, no longer caring about the sound.

When I came back to myself, panting against the desk, Julian was unbuckling his belt. The familiar metal clink sent another wave of anticipation through me.

“Stay there,” he commanded. “Today I want to feel you properly.”

I turned my head to watch as he freed himself, stroking his impressive length. In the early morning light, I could see how thick he was, how heavy his balls hung beneath.

“Do you remember your husband’s size?” he asked, noticing where I was looking. “How he compares?”

My cheeks burned with shame, but the question sent an unexpected jolt of pleasure through me. “Yes,” I whispered honestly.

“Show me with your hand,” he ordered. “How big is he?”

My fingers shook as I held them apart, showing perhaps four inches.

Julian smiled, not a cruel smile but one of masculine satisfaction. “Half my size,” he said. “But you knew that already, didn’t you? The first time you wrapped those pretty lips around me.”

He moved behind me, positioning himself at my entrance without further warning. The blunt head of his cock pressed against me, demanding entry.

“Look at me,” he commanded, and I twisted to meet his gaze over my shoulder. “Tell me you want this.”

It was the humiliation he craved—the verbal admission of my betrayal.

“I want it,” I said, the words catching in my throat. “I want you, Julian.”

“Better,” he approved, and pushed forward, breaching me with a delicious stretch that made me gasp.

He filled me slowly, giving me time to adjust to his size. Even after three weeks of these morning sessions, he still overwhelmed me—thicker than Ryan, longer, hitting places deep inside that made me whimper, places Ryan had never reached.

“You take me so well,” he murmured, once he was fully seated inside me. “Like you were made for this cock.”

His hands gripped my hips, holding me in place as he began to move. The pace was deliberate, each thrust measured and deep, designed to remind me of his power over me.

I braced myself against the desk, the papers and pens scattering with each powerful movement. My body responded instantly, already sensitive from my earlier orgasm, building toward another peak with alarming speed.

Julian’s breathing grew heavier, his control slipping as he increased his pace. “You feel like heaven,” he grunted, his fingers digging into my flesh. “So much better than a quick morning fuck.”

The words should have offended me, but instead, they pushed me closer to the edge. There was something primal about being used this way, about knowing he preferred my body to the others he could undoubtedly have.

His hand reached around to rub my clit, and I shattered instantly, my pussy clenching around him as pleasure washed through me in intense waves. The sound I made was guttural, animalistic—a sound I’d never made with Ryan.

Julian’s thrusts became erratic, his own control finally breaking. “Fuck, Ava,” he swore, and I felt him swell inside me. He didn’t pull out, didn’t warn me, just drove deep one final time and released, his cum filling me with pulsing heat that seemed to last forever.

We stayed connected as our breathing slowed, my body still trembling beneath his. When he finally withdrew, I felt his release trickle down my thigh, marking me in the most intimate way.

I stood shakily, wobbling on my heels as I turned to face him. Julian had already composed himself, tucking his shirt back in and adjusting his suit jacket. Only the slight flush on his cheeks betrayed what had just happened.

“Clean yourself up,” he said, nodding toward his private bathroom. “You have ten minutes before my 8:30 meeting.”

I grabbed my clothes and retreated to the luxurious bathroom, locking the door behind me. In the mirror, I barely recognized myself—cheeks flushed, eyes bright with a combination of shame and satisfaction. Julian’s cum was still leaking from me, running down my inner thigh and staining the lacy tops of my stockings

As I cleaned up, I tried to remember what it felt like to be only Ryan’s wife, what it was like before this door had opened inside me. I couldn’t. Every day with Julian rewrote me further, reshaped my desires and my understanding of myself.

When I emerged, fully dressed and composed, Julian was reviewing documents at his desk as if nothing had happened.

“That will be all for today,” he said without looking up. “But Ava,” his eyes finally meeting mine, “don’t be late tomorrow. I have something special planned.”

My stomach flipped with both fear and anticipation. “Yes, Julian.”

As I walked back to my office, my body still tingling, I knew I should feel more guilt, more regret. Instead, I felt energized, alive in a way I hadn’t been before. I was already looking forward to tomorrow morning.

The morning sessions with Julian had quickly become the centerpiece of my day, but they weren’t the extent of his demands. Three days ago, he’d called me back to his office in the middle of the afternoon.

“The Henderson account needs your personal attention,” he’d said cryptically, before directing me to the locked drawer where he kept certain “special projects.”

I’d hesitated, my heart pounding, but unlocked the drawer to find a slim velvet box. Inside, nestled in silk, was a gold plug—a gift that left no doubt about Julian’s intentions for my “attention” to the account.

“Today,” he’d explained, removing it from the box, “you’ll wear this during the 2:00 meeting. It will... motivate you to focus.”

I’d protested weakly, my face burning with humiliation, but ended up bent over his desk, the cool metal stretching me open while his fingers applied lube generously. He’d teased me through my orgasm before pushing it firmly into place, then had me walk around his office to “ensure it was secure.” The feeling of fullness, the way it shifted with each step—it had been simultaneously uncomfortable and arousing throughout the meeting. Each time I sat down or shifted in my chair I was reminded of it.

And yesterday... yesterday had brought the biggest shock of all.

Ryan was late coming home, his project facing some critical deadline. I was making dinner when Julian’s personal cell number flashed on my phone—number he’d given me with strict instructions to answer when called.

“Ava,” his voice had been soft but commanding. “I’ve sent a car. You’ll join me for dinner at The Heights.”

“But my husband...” I’d protested weakly.

“Will survive without you for a few hours. Be ready in fifteen minutes. Dress for me, not for Ryan.”

I’d showered quickly, chosen the little black dress I hadn’t worn since Ryan and I started dating, and met the car downstairs. My guilt had nearly made me cancel as the driver pulled away from the curb.

By the time I arrived at the exclusive restaurant—already seated at a secluded table where Julian’s name ensured privacy—the guilt had transformed into nervous excitement. He’d been charming, attentive, nothing like the dominant figure from his office. We’d talked about art, travel, my career ambitions. I’d almost forgotten the other side of him until, over dessert, his hand had found my thigh under the table.

“A man could become addicted to you,” he’d murmured, his fingers stroking dangerously high. “Perhaps it’s time we extended your... professional development.”

I’d managed to pull myself together enough to respond, “You’ve already extended my professional responsibilities significantly, Julian.”

His laugh had been low and intimate. “Not yet, but I plan to. A weekend retreat next month, key personnel only. Your name has been submitted.”

A corporate retreat where Ryan would be home, none the wiser, while I spent days and nights under Julian’s influence.

As I thought about that night now, sitting at my desk organizing schedules, I realized how easily I was adapting to this double life. Ryan, blissfully unaware, still bragged to friends about my important job. “Ava’s practically running things for Julian,” he’d said just yesterday, pride evident in his voice.

If only he knew the “running” I was doing—literally, as I raced to satisfy Julian whenever summoned; metaphorically, as I navigated the complicated waters of this secret arrangement.

The work day progressed normally—calls, emails, coordinating with departments. At 11:30, I was scheduled to sit in on a project review meeting. I arrived a few minutes early to find several other executives already there, including Rachel from Marketing.

“AVA,” she smiled, her perfect teeth gleaming. “Love that color on you.”

The other executives nodded and made similar small talk. Only I caught the meaning in Rachel’s smile—a knowing look, a subtle nod of approval. As I took my seat, I noticed the subtle shift in the way others treated me now, the respect tinged with something else. They all knew, or at least suspected. I wasn’t just the new secretary anymore; I was Julian’s.

During the meeting, my phone vibrated discreetly with a text message. I checked it under the table, my face heating instantly.

I bet your mouth feels empty today.

I swallowed hard, stealing a glance at Julian, who sat at the head of the table, looking perfectly composed as he listened to a presenter drone on about quarterly metrics.

Dinner tonight, he texted next. Leave Ryan a note. Driver at 7.

I should have said no. Should have reminded him I had a life outside this arrangement. Instead, I typed a single word in response:

Yes.

As I put my phone away, I met Rachel’s eyes across the table. Her subtle wink confirmed what I was coming to realize—I wasn’t the first woman to fall under Julian’s spell, and I wouldn’t be the last. I wondered how many had started out like me, married and naive, only to become the women in those whispers around the office—the ones who disappeared to “lunch meetings” and came back looking thoroughly fucked.

The meeting ended without incident, and I escaped back to my office, my body already anticipating tonight’s activities. Ryan texted that he’d be working late again—something about a server issue—which made tonight easier to manage. Less guilt when he wasn’t waiting at home.

I went to my office bathroom to check my appearance, surprised at the woman looking back at me. My cheeks had a natural flush, my eyes bright with an excitement I couldn’t entirely blame on professional ambition. Julian was awakening something in me, something I hadn’t known existed—something darker and more powerful than I’d ever been before.

At exactly 6:59 PM, I gathered my things and headed for the private elevator that accessed the executive parking level. The car Julian had sent was waiting, same driver as last night, discreet and professional.

“Where are we going tonight?” I asked as we pulled away from the building.

The driver glanced at me in the rearview mirror. “Mr. Kane has prepared a private dining experience.”

I nodded, understanding what that likely meant—not a restaurant this time, but somewhere Julian could have me entirely to himself. The knowledge made my skin tingle, my body responding to the promise of what was to come.

I’d crossed lines I’d sworn I never would, allowed myself to be used in ways that would devastate Ryan if he knew. And yet, I couldn’t deny the transformation taking place within me—the confident, sensual woman emerging from beneath the good girl exterior I’d maintained for so long.

The driver turned onto a winding road leading away from the city, into the hills where the wealthiest residents of Bale Harbor lived. We stopped at an imposing iron gate, which opened automatically to reveal a modern glass-and-steel mansion perched on the cliffside, offering panoramic views of the bay below.

Julian’s house.

I should have been more surprised to find myself here, but somehow it felt inevitable. This was the next step in whatever this was between us.

The driver escorted me to the door, which opened before we reached it. Julian stood there, dressed in a black shirt and dark jeans—more casual than I’d ever seen him. He looked different somehow, more dangerous in this private setting.

“Ava,” he said, stepping aside to let me in. “You look even better than I imagined today.”

The compliment made me blush, still unused to his direct praise. The house was stunning—minimalist but comfortable, with floor-to-ceiling windows that made me feel like we were floating above the city.

“Dinner is almost ready,” he said, taking my hand and leading me through the living space. “But first...”

He pulled me to him, kissing me in a way he never had in the office—deep, possessive, his tongue claiming my mouth. When he finally released me, I was breathless, my body already responding to his touch.

“I thought about you all day,” he admitted, his thumb tracing my lower lip. “How you looked bent over my desk this morning, how you felt wrapped around me.”

I swallowed hard, trying to regain some composure. “The feeling was... mutual.”

His laugh was soft, appreciative. “Good. Because tonight, I want to try something new. Something we’ve been building toward.”

My stomach fluttered with nervous anticipation. “What is it?”

“First, dinner,” he said, guiding me toward a beautifully set table on a glass-walled patio. “Then, we’ll see how well you’ve learned to obey.”

The dinner was exquisite—something Italian with truffles and wine that must have cost more than our monthly grocery budget. Julian was attentive, asking about my day, making me laugh with stories about the eccentricities of the tech industry. He almost felt like a real date rather than my... what? Boss? Lover? Owner?

“You’re thinking too much,” he observed over coffee. “Your husband, yes?”

The direct question startled me. “I just... it’s difficult sometimes. Keeping this separate.”

Julian reached across the table, taking my hand. “Why keep it separate, Ava? What’s the point of living double lives when the truth can be so liberating?”

“I don’t understand,” I said, even as a part of me did understand perfectly.

He stood, coming around to my side of the table and pulling me to my feet. “Your husband has a wife in name only now. You’re mine in every way that matters. Isn’t it time we stopped pretending otherwise?”

“I made vows,” I whispered, even as my body leaned into his touch.

“And I’m giving you something he never could,” he said, his hand sliding to the small of my back, pressing me against him. “Freedom from the good girl act. Permission to want exactly what you want.”

Before I could respond, he was leading me from the dining area, down a hallway to what was clearly his bedroom. Unlike the office, this space felt intimate—personal—with books and photographs scattered throughout.

“Julian,” I said, my voice uncertain as we entered the room. “What are we doing?”

“We’re continuing your education,” he said, stopping beside the enormous bed that dominated the room. “Ryan doesn’t need to know yet, but eventually, he will. And when he does, you’ll be so thoroughly mine that he’ll accept it. He’ll thank me for taking you properly.”

The mention of Ryan—no, Ryan—in this context should have horrified me. Instead, I felt a sickening thrill run through me.

“That’s crazy,” I whispered. “He’d never...”

“He already suspects,” Julian countered, his hands beginning to unbutton my dress. “Men like him, smart but unassuming—they know when their wives have become something more. When their bodies change. When they start wearing perfume they didn’t before, when they have that glow...” He kissed my neck as my dress opened. “When they come home freshly fucked.”

My dress pooled at my feet, leaving me in matching black lace. Julian stepped back to admire me, his eyes dark with desire.

“On your knees,” he said, his voice softer than in the office but no less commanding.

I sank to the carpet, looking up at him. The city lights sparkled through the windows behind him, making him seem almost unreal—a vision of power and lust.

“You’ve learned well these past weeks,” he said, unbuckling his belt slowly. “Tonight, I want you to show me everything your husband’s sweet wife has become.”

His cock sprang free, thick and heavy. I reached for him automatically, my mouth already watering. This, at least, was familiar territory now.

“No hands tonight,” he instructed. “Just your mouth.”

I leaned forward, taking the head of his cock between my lips, savoring the familiar taste. Above me, Julian groaned his approval.

“Good girl,” he murmured, his hand resting gently on my head. “You’ve become quite skilled at this. Does Ryan appreciate your new talents?”

The question made me freeze, my eyes flashing up to his. The bastard was enjoying this—the psychological edge, the constant reminders of my betrayal.

“I don’t...” I started to say, but he pushed deeper, silencing me.

“Don’t pretend you haven’t compared us,” he said, beginning to move in and out of my mouth. “I’ve taught your body what real pleasure feels like. It can’t go back to being satisfied with... less.”

He was right, and we both knew it. The way he stretched my mouth, the dominant way he controlled my movements, the raw masculinity of it—Ryan had never made me feel this way, and I couldn’t pretend otherwise.

I relaxed my throat, taking him deeper, my hands settling on his thighs for balance. The groan that escaped him sent a pulse of pride through me.

“Look at you,” he said, watching me with unmistakable heat. “The proper wife from that first interview, now sucking cock like she was born for it. Tell me, when you go home to Ryan after our sessions, does his pathetic little dick even register anymore?”

The crude question should have angered me, but instead, it made me moan around Julian’s cock, the shame mixing with arousal in a potent cocktail. Because it was true—each time I returned to Ryan’s arms, each time we made love, I found myself wanting something rougher, more demanding.

“That’s what I thought,” Julian chuckled darkly. “He’s become irrelevant to your pleasure, hasn’t he?”

I couldn’t answer with my mouth full, but the truth showed in my eyes as I looked up at him.

He pulled out suddenly, leaving me gasping. “Get on the bed,” he ordered. “On your back. I want to see your face when I fuck you properly.”

I stood on trembling legs and crawled onto the enormous bed, the silk sheets cool against my overheated skin. Julian stood at the foot of the bed, removing his clothes methodically. His body was even more impressive without the suits—muscled and powerful, with scattered gray hair that only made him look more distinguished.

“Spread your legs,” he commanded, kneeling on the bed between them. “Show me that married pussy.”

I obeyed, my hands sliding down to hold myself open, more turned on by the humiliation than I cared to admit. Julian watched me for a long moment, his cock in his hand, stroking slowly.

“Beautiful,” he murmured. “Now tell me who you belong to.”

“You,” I whispered, the admission coming easier each time.

“Louder.”

“I belong to you, Julian.”

He smiled, positioning himself at my entrance. “And what does that make your husband?”

The question made my breath catch. “He’s... he’s still my husband.”

Julian pressed forward, the head of his cock entering me with a stretch that made me gasp. “He’s a cuckold,” he said bluntly, thrusting deeper. “He just doesn’t know it yet.”

The word was shocking, forbidden, yet it sent a bolt of arousal through me. Julian was using the word as both description and prediction—knowing, as he so often did, exactly what I secretly wanted to hear.

“You want him to know,” he continued, beginning to move in a steady rhythm. “Want him to see what you’ve become.”

“No,” I protested weakly, even as my hips rose to meet his thrusts.

“Liar,” he growled, leaning down to kiss me hard. “Your body doesn’t lie, even if your mouth does. You want to show off for me, want him to see you being properly fucked.”

His pace increased, his cock hitting deep inside me with each thrust. The sensation was overwhelming, made more intense by his words, by the forbidden nature of this fantasy he was painting.

“You’ll break it to him gently,” he continued, his hand moving between us to rub my clit. “Start with hints, maybe a few pictures. Then one day, you’ll make him watch.”

I was moaning openly now, the pressure building impossibly fast. “I couldn’t,” I gasped, but we both knew it was a lie.

“You will,” he promised, his voice rough with his own approaching climax. “And he’ll thank me for giving his wife what she needs.”

The orgasm hit me suddenly, explosively, my back arching off the bed as I cried out. Julian’s pace became brutal, chasing his own release as my body clenched around him.

“When I cum inside you,” he panted, “I want you thinking about Ryan waiting at home for his innocent wife. Think about his reaction when he sees me leaking out of you.”

The words pushed me into a second wave of pleasure, and Julian followed me with a roar, his cock pulsing inside me, filling me with his seed as he claimed me completely.

We collapsed together on the sheets, both breathing heavily. Julian’s weight pressed me into the mattress, grounding me after the intensity of what we’d shared.

“Never again,” he said eventually, his lips against my ear. “You’ll never go back to being just Ryan’s wife.”

I closed my eyes, knowing he was right. Whether I wanted to admit it or not, the line had been crossed so thoroughly there was no return. Julian had awakened something in me, a hunger for domination and humiliation that I could no longer deny.

“I have a car coming in twenty minutes,” he said, finally rolling off me. “Time to get you back to your husband, sweet Ava.”

As I showered in his bathroom, cleaning his scent from my skin even as I knew I’d carry him inside me for hours, I wondered how much longer I could maintain this double life. Julian seemed determined to escalate, to push boundaries I couldn’t yet imagine crossing.

Yet as I dressed and prepared to return to my husband’s arms, I knew the terrifying truth—I wanted to see how far Julian would take me. I wanted to know what it would feel like to be completely his, even if it meant destroying everything I’d built with Ryan.

I’d come to Aether Dynamics looking for professional growth, for financial security. Instead, I’d found a master of my own desires, a man who saw the darkness inside me and was intent on bringing it into the light.

Tonight, as I slipped back into my own bed beside my sleeping husband, Julian’s cum still dripping from me into my panties, I realized with terrifying clarity that this was only the beginning. Julian had plans for me that extended far beyond secret morning sessions and private dinners.

And despite everything I’d believed about myself—my loyalty, my values, my love for Ryan—I couldn’t wait to see what those plans entailed.

That question would haunt me through the night, even as I found myself touching my swollen, well-used pussy beneath the covers, unable to resist one final taste of the forbidden before sleep claimed me.

I was changing, becoming someone new. And I wasn’t sure I could—or wanted to—stop it.


Rachel’s Perspective


Chapter 4

Rachel’s Perspective

I watch Ava across the executive lunch room, all prim and proper in her cream blouse and gray pencil skirt. Her auburn hair is twisted into that sensible bun I know Julian loves to undo later. The other secretaries chatter around her, but she’s quiet, eyes downcast like the good wife she still pretends to be.

They have no idea. Not a fucking clue that this morning, she was on her knees in Julian’s office, that innocent pink lipstick smeared around his cock as he painted her face with his cum. I can almost see the residue still glistening on her collar, can certainly smell the expensive perfume he makes her wear on days he uses her mouth.

“Ava, dear,” I say, gliding over to her table. My red-soled Louboutins click authoritatively on the marble floor. Three years as VP of Marketing have taught me how to command a room. “How are you finding your first months?”

She blushes beautifully, those emerald eyes darting up then immediately away. “Very educational, Ms. Quinn,” she says, her voice a breathy whisper that reminds me of how I used to sound.

“Please, call me Rachel,” I reply, sitting beside her. I can see her pulse hammering in that delicate throat, and I know she’s remembering my advice from that first day—the day I tried to warn her without actually saying anything. “And I hear you’ve been working quite... closely with Julian.”

The blush deepens, crimson spreading down her chest where her blouse gaps slightly. I suppress a smile. God, I remember that feeling—the shame and excitement mixing into an addictive cocktail.

“Yes,” she whispers, pushing food around her plate. “He’s... thorough in his training.”

Thorough. That’s one word for it. I glance at my watch. Eleven-forty. Julian always fucks his current pet before his twelve-thirty board meeting. Right about now, Ava would be bent over his desk, skirt up, panties around her ankles as he takes her with those long, deliberate strokes that make even the most resistant women beg.

I wonder if he’s made her call him “sir” yet. Or if he’s still easing her into the degradation. With me, he started slow too. Professional to personal to purely carnal within a month. By the end, I was wearing his collar to the office under my blazer, cum drying on my thighs as I gave presentations to shareholders.

“Ava,” I say softly, reaching out to touch her hand. She startles, then relaxes slightly. “Julian appreciates loyalty. And discretion. The two qualities he values above all else.”

Her eyes meet mine, and I see it—the knowledge that we share something unspeakable. The silent sisterhood of women who’ve fallen under Julian’s spell.

“I understand,” she says, but her voice trembles.

“No, you don’t,” I say gently. “Not yet. But you will.”

The warning in my tone makes her breath catch. She should be afraid. I was once her—married, faithful, thinking I could keep this secret part of my life separate from my husband. But Julian has other plans for his women. Always has.

“How long?” she asks, so quietly I almost miss it.

I don’t pretend to misunderstand. “Three years since he first bent me over his desk. Two since I signed my divorce papers.”

She flinches, as if the mention of divorce is a physical blow. Good. She should feel the sting of what’s coming.

“Your husband,” I continue, watching her carefully, “does he suspect?”

“Ryan?” she says, as if testing the sound of his name. “No. He’s... proud of my position here. Thinks it’s helping his career.”

Poor, sweet idiot. Just like my David was—blindly supportive while his wife was becoming someone else’s property piece by piece.

“Julian has a way of... rearranging priorities,” I say. “Yours will shift. They always do.”

I see tears well in her eyes and feel a familiar twinge of pity mixed with anticipation. The corruption of a good woman is a beautiful thing to witness, especially when orchestrated by a master like Julian.

“What should I do?” she whispers, actually seeking guidance from the woman who’s been through the same transformation.

I lean closer, letting my perfume envelop her—the same scent Julian gives all his favorites. “Enjoy it,” I advise. “Fight it, and you’ll only make it harder on yourself. He’s going to break you either way, Ava. Might as well get some pleasure from the process.”

As I stand to leave, I add the most important part, delivered with the casual cruelty Julian appreciates. “And when the time comes to choose? Choose correctly. There’s no room in Julian’s world for half-measures.”

She nods jerkily, eyes filling with tears that won’t fall yet. Soon enough, she’ll be crying freely—sometimes in pleasure, sometimes in shame, sometimes both at once.

As I walk away, I wonder how long it will be before Julian decides it’s time for Ryan to learn the truth. My ex-husband’s breakdown had been spectacular—particularly the day he came to my office to deliver my lunch and found me servicing Julian under his desk.

That had been Julian’s calculated cruelty, not mine. Breaking husbands is his specialty—making them watch as their wives become the very thing they never thought possible. Ryan will learn, as David did, that loving a woman who belongs to Julian Kane means accepting humiliation as part of the package.

I hope Ava enjoys this limbo phase while it lasts. The beginning is always the sweetest part—when you can still pretend you’re in control, still maintain the illusion of your old life.

It won’t last. It never does.

But for now, I watch her dab delicately at her eyes with a napkin, compose herself, and return to her lunch. She’ll be back in Julian’s office at 2:15 for her “afternoon review”—I know his schedule as well as my own. By the time she goes home to her clueless husband tonight, she’ll have taken Julian in every way a woman can take a man, and still managed to convince herself that tomorrow might be different.

Poor darling. I almost envy her the journey ahead, even as I remember how much it hurts.

Almost.


Night In


Chapter 5

Night In

Friday nights had always been special to Ryan and me—our unofficial date night since college, when we’d scrape together money for cheap dinners and movie rentals. Even after getting married and starting our careers, we’d maintained the tradition, taking turns planning activities.

Tonight was Ryan’s turn, and he’d been mysterious about his plans. “Something special,” was all he’d said that morning before leaving for work, with a wink that made me feel guilty about the fact that I’d spent my lunch hour with Julian’s head between my thighs in his private bathroom.

Now, as I stood in our bedroom, staring at my reflection, I couldn’t decide what to wear. The clothes I used to love seemed suddenly frumpy, boring. The pink sweater set and corduroys I considered looked more appropriate for a kindergarten teacher than a woman who regularly got fucked in an executive office.

My phone buzzed with a text, and my stomach clenched when I saw Julian’s name.

Julian: Send me a picture of what you’re wearing before you leave.

A tremor went through me—part arousal, part anxiety. Ryan would be home any minute, expecting his sweet, faithful wife.

Ava: I’m still getting dressed. Not sure what to wear.

The response came immediately.

Julian: Something slutty. Nothing that covers too much skin. I like knowing my property is properly displayed even when you’re with him.

My hand hovered over the keypad. The word “property” should have angered me, but instead, it sent a pulse of heat through my body. The dichotomy of being a loving wife to Ryan while being Julian’s personal plaything had become the twisted center of my sexuality.

I typed back, knowing Julian would appreciate my obedience.

Ava: Yes, sir.

The door opened downstairs, and I heard Ryan call out, “Babe, you ready? Surprise time!”

I hurriedly opened my lingerie drawer, pushing aside the sensible cotton panties Ryan preferred to reach for the thong Julian had bought me last week—tiny, red, with barely enough fabric to be called underwear. I paired it with a tight black dress that I hadn’t had the courage to wear before, its neckline plunging enough to show the tops of my breasts and the swell of cleavage.

After applying the smoky eye makeup Julian had taught me how to perfect, I positioned myself in front of the full-length mirror and snapped a picture, careful to capture just my body without my face. The image that looked back at me was almost unrecognizable—confident, sexy, ready to be used.

My finger hovered over send, my heart racing. What if Ryan walked in right now? But the thrill of the risk was part of the addiction Julian had cultivated in me.

I hit send, and immediately my phone vibrated with his approval.

Julian: Perfect. He’ll have no idea he’s showing off my cunt all night. Send another after you return—I want proof he hasn’t fucked you.

The possessiveness in his message made me weak-kneed. Ryan hadn’t touched me properly in weeks, his lovemaking feeling like a pale imitation of the rough ownership Julian provided. And I knew Julian was aware—he seemed to know everything about our marriage bed these days.

“Coming!” I called down, slipping on the strappy heels Julian had insisted I buy—another secret my husband never questioned.

When I descended the stairs, Ryan’s reaction was immediate and satisfying. His jaw dropped, and his eyes traveled over me with a hunger I hadn’t seen in months.

“Wow,” he breathed. “You look... amazing. What’s the occasion?”

I felt a flash of guilt that I couldn’t take full credit for my appearance. “Just felt like dressing up for my husband,” I said, kissing him softly.

His hands roamed over my body, settling on my hips. “Well, your husband appreciates it. But now I’m wondering if I should just keep you home instead of our plans.”

Curiosity overcame my unease. “Where are we going?”

“To dinner at Azure Heights, then...” he grinned mysteriously, “you’ll see.”

My stomach flipped. Azure Heights was the most exclusive new restaurant in the city, impossible to get into unless you knew someone. I’d mentioned wanting to try it months ago.

“Ryan, how did you—“

“Perks of having a successful career,” he said proudly. “One of my projects got mentioned in CodeCrunch this week, and my manager fast-tracked my promotion.”

“That’s wonderful!” I genuinely smiled, thrilled for him. For a moment, I was just a proud wife, not a woman torn between two men. “I’m so happy for you.”

We drove across town, Ryan’s hand occasionally sliding up my thigh as he navigated traffic. When his fingers brushed against the lace of my thong, he paused.

“What’s this?” he asked, amusement in his voice. “Feeling sexy tonight?”

You have no idea, I thought, my mind flashing to Julian’s instructions to send him proof later. “Just wanted to wear something nice for my successful husband,” I managed.

Azure Heights was everything I’d imagined and more—sleek, modern, with floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the harbor and city lights. The maître d’ knew Ryan by name, escorting us to a private table in a dimly lit corner where we were sheltered from prying eyes.

“Dinner’s on the company,” Ryan said, clearly enjoying playing the provider role. “Order whatever you want.”

The wine list made me blink—bottles more expensive than our weekly grocery budget. Ryan ordered without flinching, and I realized with a jolt that his promotion came with a significant raise.

As we sipped champagne and waited for our food, Ryan reached across the table to take my hand. “I have another surprise,” he said, looking uncharacteristically nervous.

“Oh?” I prompted, heart beating faster.

He reached into his jacket pocket and produced a small velvet box. My breath caught, expecting—hoping—what it might contain.

“Open it,” he encouraged.

With trembling fingers, I opened the box to reveal a stunning diamond necklace. It was almost as beautiful as my engagement ring, the stones were substantial—easily worth thousands of dollars.

“Ryan, this is too much,” I gasped, even as my neck felt bare, waiting for the weight of the expensive gift.

“I’ve been wanting to spoil you,” he said, standing to clasp it around my throat. “You’ve been working so hard, and now that I’m getting this promotion...” He kissed my neck where the cold diamonds now rested. “I wanted to give you something beautiful. Because you are.”

The juxtaposition of this sweet, romantic moment with the illicit text messages in my phone made my head spin. When I’d accepted this job, I’d never imagined I’d be sitting here, adorned in jewelry my husband couldn’t quite afford, thinking about the man who had turned me into his personal sexual servant.

“It’s gorgeous,” I whispered, touching the diamonds. “Thank you.”

As dinner arrived—truffle risotto for me, filet mignon for Ryan—my phone vibrated discreetly in my clutch. I knew who it was without checking. The anticipation of Julian’s messages had become a constant background thrum in my daily life.

When Ryan excused himself to the restroom, I pulled out my phone, my hands shaking slightly.

Julian: Did you like your new jewelry?

I stared at the screen, shock turning my blood cold. How did he know? Unless...

The maître d’ caught my eye from across the room, giving me a subtle nod. I’d thought he looked familiar when we arrived, but hadn’t placed him as one of Julian’s frequent dinner companions. Of course, Julian would have eyes everywhere in this city—especially in places where his... subordinates might appear.

Ava: How...?

Julian: Did you think I’d let my favorite possession walk around unmarked? Enjoy it with him tonight. Wear it to work Monday.

My throat tightened as I returned the phone to my clutch. This wasn’t just a gift from my loving husband anymore—it was a brand, Julian’s subtle claim over me even when I was with Ryan. The thought should have angered me, but it sent a sick thrill through my body instead.

“Everything okay?” Ryan asked, returning to the table.

I forced a smile. “Perfect. Just taking in how beautiful this place is. And feeling very lucky.”

As dinner progressed, I became acutely aware of the dichotomy between my public self and my private one. Ryan held my hand, told me stories about his day, proudly discussed his future plans with the company. I responded with appropriate wifely enthusiasm, but my mind kept drifting to the private bathroom Julian would expect pictures in later.

After dessert, Ryan led me to the surprise he’d mentioned—a penthouse suite at the adjacent luxury hotel. The view was spectacular, the room decked out with rose petals and candles, a bottle of champagne chilling on ice.

“I thought we could make a real night of it,” he said, wrapping his arms around me from behind. “Celebrate properly.”

His hands moved up to cup my breasts through the thin fabric of my dress, and I forced myself not to stiffen. “That sounds wonderful,” I said, turning in his arms.

His kiss was familiar, comfortable—the kiss of the man I’d loved for years. But now it was juxtaposed with the memory of Julian’s commanding mouth, the way he bit my lip until I gasped, how he demanded complete surrender with every touch.

Ryan led me to the bedroom, already removing his tie and unbuttoning his shirt. I sat on the edge of the enormous bed, the necklace heavy around my throat—a constant reminder of the third presence in our marriage.

“Let me see you,” he whispered, kneeling before me and running his hands up my legs. “God, Ava, you’re so beautiful.”

His fingers found the edge of my dress, pushing it up my thighs. When he discovered the red thong, he groaned appreciatively.

“I’ve been thinking about you in these all night,” he admitted, kissing my inner thigh.

A text message alert buzzed on the nightstand, making me jump. Ryan looked up curiously.

“Sorry,” I mumbled, grabbing my phone. “Must be work.”

As Ryan’s kisses traveled higher, I unlocked my phone with trembling fingers. Julian’s message was simple and devastating:

Julian: Picture. Now.

Ryan had pushed my dress up around my waist, his mouth now at the edge of my thong. “Babe, put the phone away,” he murmured, his warm breath against my most sensitive flesh.

I knew I should refuse Julian. I was with my husband, this was our night, our celebration. But the thought of defying Julian—even once—filled me with a fear that overrode everything else.

“I’ll be one second,” I whispered, shifting slightly. “Work emergency.”

Ryan sat back on his heels, clearly frustrated but understanding. I positioned my phone discretely, angled it toward the bed, and hit the shutter button with my thumb. The resulting image was perfect—my spread legs with Ryan between them, his face close to the thong Julian had selected, the diamond necklace glinting in the candlelight. A visual that perfectly captured my betrayal.

I sent it quickly, deleting the message thread afterward, my heart racing.

Julian’s response came instantly: Perfect. Make him wear my brand while he eats you. Then ride him like I taught you.

My breath caught. I was about to delete the message when Ryan gently took the phone from my hand, setting it aside.

“No more work tonight,” he said firmly. “Tonight is about us.”

He pulled my thong down my legs, tossing it aside. His mouth returned to me, tongue beginning the slow, careful movements I knew so well—the same movements that once drove me wild but now felt inadequate compared to Julian’s rough demands.

But Julian’s instructions echoed in my mind: Ride him like I taught you.

“Wait,” I whispered, pushing Ryan back gently. “I want you on the bed.”

Surprised but willing, he moved onto the plush mattress, lying back with anticipation. I straddled him, remembering the countless times Julian had positioned me exactly like this, teaching me how to move, how to use my body for maximum effect.

I unbuttoned Ryan’s shirt fully, kissing his chest, my fingers tracing his familiar skin. But my mind was with Julian—his muscular frame, the way he controlled every movement, the demanding way he took what he wanted.

When I freed Ryan’s erection, I paused. The size difference was stark now—what had once satisfied me now seemed inadequate. I stroked him gently, feeling guilt for the comparison even as my body ached for more.

“That feels so good,” Ryan moaned, eyes closed.

I positioned myself above him, the tip of his cock pressing against my entrance. Julian had trained me to wait, to tease, to draw out the anticipation, but with Ryan, I simply lowered myself onto him, taking him fully in one smooth motion.

Ryan gasped, his hands gripping my hips. “Fuck, Ava.”

I began to move, the rhythm Julian had taught me now second nature. Arching my back, using my thighs to control the depth and speed. Ryan watched me with wonder, clearly impressed by this newfound confidence.

The necklace Ryan had “given” me bounced against my chest with each movement—a physical reminder of my divided loyalty. I felt twisted with guilt and desire, my body responding to Ryan’s familiar touch while my mind was submitting to Julian’s earlier commands.

As Ryan’s pleasure built, his thrusts becoming more urgent, my mind played a dangerous game—imagining Julian here instead, his harsh whispers in my ear, his punishing grip on my hips, his massive cock stretching me in ways Ryan never could.

“You’re so hot tonight,” Ryan gasped, his fingers digging into my flesh. “So wet.”

The wetness he was feeling wasn’t entirely for him—it was shame and arousal mixing into a potent cocktail, with Julian as the primary ingredient.

When Ryan came, it was with a groan of satisfaction, his body tensing beneath me. I faked my own climax, moaning convincingly as I felt him pulse inside me—a far cry from the shattering orgasms Julian demanded I have every time.

Ryan’s arm tightened around me. “You were incredible tonight,” he mumbled sleepily. “The way you moved… it was like you were someone else. I liked it.” He pressed a kiss to my shoulder. “Maybe we should do this more often. You being all dressed up and… confident.”

Afterward, as Ryan drifted toward sleep, his arm wrapped around me possessively, I reached for my phone in the darkness. Julian’s text was waiting:

Julian: Send me proof I haven’t fucked out of your mind completely. Show me you remember what matters most.

With Ryan’s breathing deep and regular beside me, I slipped out of bed, went to the bathroom, and took the picture Julian wanted—my body displayed for him, Ryan’s cum still leaking from me, the necklace prominently displayed above my naked breasts.

Julian: Good girl. Sleep well knowing you’re mine, body and soul. Tomorrow morning will be... memorable.

I deleted the messages, returned to bed, and lay beside my unsuspecting husband. As his peaceful breathing filled the room, I stared at the ceiling, torn between the woman I had been and the one I was becoming.

Julian was right—I had changed irrevocably. The good wife was still here, but she now shared space with something darker, hungrier, more desperate to please a man who offered degradation instead of love.

As sleep finally claimed me, I knew tomorrow morning’s session with Julian would push boundaries even further. The thrill and terror of that certainty was the last thing on my mind before I fell into troubled dreams of diamond collars and divided loyalties.

The morning would bring new commands, new humiliations, new steps on the path Julian had laid out for me. And despite everything I’d once believed about myself, I couldn’t wait to see where that path led next.


Unbelievable Saturday
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Unbelievable Saturday

The hotel suite was quiet except for Ryan’s gentle snoring as I slipped out of bed at dawn. I’d barely slept, tossing and turning between my husband’s innocent embrace and memories of Julian’s controlling touches. My body still ached from the performance last night—pleasing Ryan while mentally submitting to Julian’s commands had left me twisted in knots of conflicting desire.

I grabbed my phone from the nightstand and retreated to the luxurious bathroom, locking the door behind me. The message I expected was already waiting, sent at precisely 6:00 AM as Julian always did on Saturdays.

Good morning, pet. Room 2045. Now.

My heart rate spiked immediately. I glanced back at the bedroom door, guilt and anticipation warring within me. Ryan was still asleep, exhausted from last night’s activities. If I hurried, I could be back before he woke.

But why? a small voice in my head asked. Why was I obeying so quickly, so eagerly? The question disappeared as quickly as it came, buried under the surge of arousal that always accompanied Julian’s commands.

I dressed quickly in yesterday’s clothes, leaving my bra and panties behind—Julian preferred easy access. After a last look at my sleeping husband, I crept out of the room, my pulse pounding in my ears.

Room 2045 was only two floors up, but it felt like crossing into another world. I knocked softly, my mouth dry, my skin already responding to the proximity to my master.

Julian opened the door wearing only a silk robe, his muscular chest visible beneath the expensive fabric. He said nothing, simply stepped aside to let me enter, then locked the door behind me with a decisive click.

“Strip,” was his only command as he moved toward the center of the suite’s main room, where the curtains were already open, bathing the space in early morning light.

My fingers shook as I removed my clothes, folding them neatly as I’d been taught. Naked, I stood waiting for his next instruction, the diamond necklace Ryan had given me the only thing adorning my body.

“Come here,” Julian finally said, his eyes raking over me with obvious satisfaction. “Let me see how that necklace looks on my property.”

I crossed the plush carpet to stand before him, head bowed as I’d learned to do. His hand reached out, lifting the necklace, the diamonds catching the light.

“He doesn’t know,” Julian stated, not asking. “Has no idea that every time he looks at this necklace, he’s seeing my claim on you.”

“No,” I whispered, shame heating my cheeks. “He thinks it’s just a beautiful gift.”

Julian’s laughter was low and cruel. “A symbol of his love, while in reality it’s a symbol of my ownership. Delicious irony.”

His hand moved from the necklace to my throat, fingers wrapping around it not tightly enough to choke, but enough to remind me of his control.

“Did you enjoy your night with him?” he asked, his voice soft but carrying an unmistakable threat.

“Yes, sir,” I replied honestly. “He’s sweet, loving. He cares for me.”

“But?” Julian prompted, his grip tightening slightly.

I swallowed hard. “But... it wasn’t enough. Not anymore.”

The admission cost me, but it was the truth. The sweet lovemaking, the tender kisses—they felt hollow compared to the raw power exchange Julian provided.

“Of course it wasn’t,” Julian agreed, releasing my throat to trail his fingers down my chest, circling one nipple until it hardened. “He’s playing checkers while you need chess. While your body craves domination.”

His hand continued downward, between my legs, finding me already wet for him. “Tell me what you need, Ava. Be honest.”

“I need... you,” I whispered, the words feeling like both confession and surrender. “I need what only you can give me.”

Julian smiled, the expression not reaching his eyes. “You’re learning.” His fingers pushed inside me, making me gasp. “Did he fuck you properly last night? Use your body the way it’s meant to be used?”

“No,” I admitted, my hips moving against his hand despite my embarrassment. “He never does.”

“Show me,” Julian commanded, withdrawing his fingers and stepping back. “Show me how he takes you.”

Shame washed over me as I realized what he wanted. With trembling legs, I moved to the nearby couch and knelt on it, positioning myself as I had with Ryan just hours ago—on all fours, back arched, presenting myself.

“Like this,” I said quietly. “He likes me on top, so this is... how we usually...”

But Julian was already behind me, his robe discarded. “Inefficient,” he commented, one hand gripping my hip. “Look how he leaves this,”—his other hand delivered a sharp slap to my ass—“untouched. Wasted potential.”

The sting made me gasp, my body already responding to the familiar mix of pleasure and pain.

“Let me show you what your body is actually for,” Julian murmured, lining himself up behind me.

I braced myself, knowing what was coming. With one powerful thrust, he entered me completely, forcing a cry from my lips. There was nothing gentle about it, no consideration for my comfort. Julian took what he wanted, as he always did.

“Feel that?” he growled, pausing with himself fully sheathed inside me. “This is what a real cock feels like, stretching your married cunt properly.”

I could only moan in response, overwhelmed by the fullness, the possession in his voice. My fingers clutched the couch cushions as he began to move, setting a punishing rhythm that left no room for thought.

“This is what you need,” he continued, one hand wrapping in my hair, pulling my head back. “Not gentle love, but ownership. You were made to be fucked, Ava, to be used by a man who knows what to do with a body like yours.”

His words were as brutal as his actions, each thrust driving home his point. The hotel suite filled with the sounds of flesh meeting flesh, my whimpers, his harsh breathing. Beyond the windows, the city was waking up, people going about their normal Saturday morning, oblivious to the debauchery happening just feet away.

“My sweet, stupid husband,” Julian mocked, changing his angle to hit a spot inside me that made me see stars. “Thinks giving you diamonds and expensive dinners keeps you satisfied. Has no idea what you really hunger for.”

“Please,” I gasped, not sure what I was begging for.

“To cum?” Julian guessed, his hand releasing my hair to slap my ass again. “Beg properly, then. Tell me who owns this pussy.”

The demand sent me spiraling further into the shameful arousal that Julian alone could evoke. “You,” I cried out. “You own it, Julian! Please let me cum, please!”

He rewarded my submission with harder, deeper thrusts, his fingers finding my clit and rubbing in tight circles. “Then show me, cum on my cock like the unfaithful slut you’ve become.”

The orgasm hit me like a tidal wave, my entire body tensing, clenching around him as pleasure washed through me in intense waves. Julian didn’t stop, continuing to fuck me through my climax until his own overtook him. With a final, powerful thrust, he came inside me, filling me with heat, marking me as his.

We collapsed together on the couch, my body still trembling, his weight pinning me in place. After a moment, he withdrew, his release immediately beginning to leak from me.

“You’re getting better at that,” he commented, watching the evidence of his possession drip onto the couch. “Though still not quite where I want you.”

“What do you mean?” I asked, turning to face him.

He gestured to my pussy, still red and swollen from his use. “Eventually, you’ll learn to cum just from me entering you. Your body will be conditioned to respond instantly to my touch, no matter the time or place.”

The suggestion should have horrified me, but instead, a pulse of want shot through me at the thought of being so thoroughly controlled.

Julian stood, reaching for his robe. “Speaking of time, I imagine your loving husband will be waking up soon.”

The reminder of Ryan crashed over me like cold water. “I should go,” I said, scrambling to my feet, Julian’s cum still running down my inner thighs.

“Not just yet,” Julian said, his tone changing to something more businesslike. “First, you have another task to complete.”

He retrieved my phone from where I’d left it on the table and tossed it to me. “Take a picture.”

I blinked in confusion. “Of what?”

He gestured dismissively at my body. “Of my cum leaking out of my property. Send it to me with the caption ‘Breakfast.’”

“Julian,” I protested, horrified. “That’s too much.”

“Is it?” He arched an eyebrow. “After everything you’ve done, sending a picture of my seed dripping from your married cunt is where you draw the line?”

The casual way he described it—his seed, my married cunt—sent another shameful thrill through me. I knew he was right; I’d crossed so many lines already, what was one more?

With trembling hands, I angled the phone, capturing the evidence of my infidelity—the pink, swollen flesh, the white drops against my skin. The picture was obscene, degrading, and unmistakable proof of my betrayal.

“I can’t—“ I started, looking at the image.

“You can,” Julian insisted. “And you will.”

With a deep breath, I typed the message as instructed, my face burning as I hit send. The satisfaction in Julian’s eyes as he watched was almost worth the shame.

“Good girl,” he approved. “Now get dressed. Your husband is waiting.”

As I quickly put on my clothes, my phone buzzed with Julian’s response to the picture: Delicious. Next time I’ll watch you eat it while you video call Ryan to say good morning.

My stomach clenched at the promise of further degradation, even as my pussy throbbed in response.

“Don’t keep me waiting,” Julian said, opening the door for me. “Monday morning, we’ll take the next step in your training.”

“What step?” I asked, my hand on the doorknob.

“You’ll find out when it happens,” he replied with that infuriatingly confident smile. “Just make sure you don’t eat much for breakfast. You’ll need an empty stomach.”

With that cryptic comment, he ushered me out, leaving me to return to my unsuspecting husband with Julian’s cum drying on my thighs and a promise of darker things to come hanging in the air.

Back in our hotel room, Ryan was just waking up, his sleepy smile innocent and loving. “Where’d you go?” he asked, reaching for me.

“Just for a walk,” I lied, climbing back into bed beside him. “Needed some fresh air.”

He kissed my forehead, completely unaware that his lips were mere inches from where another man had marked me just minutes before. “You look beautiful in the morning,” he murmured, his hand finding the diamond necklace.

The guilt nearly suffocated me as he traced the stones, talking about saving up for matching earrings to complete the set. I lay beside him, nodding and smiling, my mind already anticipating Monday morning and whatever “next step” Julian had planned.

I was living two lives, and the woman who craved domination was slowly consuming the loyal wife I once was. Each morning I spent on my knees for Julian made it harder to play the part of Ryan’s devoted wife. And yet, I kept doing it, kept choosing this secret, shameful existence.

Because despite everything, despite the guilt and fear, I had never felt more alive than when Julian was commanding me, pushing me, using me in ways that both horrified and exhilarated me.

The worst part? Deep down, a treacherous part of me wondered what would happen when Ryan inevitably found out. Wondered how Julian would handle it, how my husband would react to the truth of what I’d become.

These thoughts terrified me almost as much as they excited me, and as Ryan pulled me closer, murmuring his love against my skin, I knew with chilling certainty that I was on a path from which there would be no return.

He nuzzled into my neck, still half-asleep. “You smell different. Expensive.” His hand slid between my legs and found me still wet. He groaned softly. “Fuck, Ava… whatever you were doing this morning, it made you so ready for me.” He didn’t ask questions — he just rolled me onto my back and took me again, harder than usual.


Another Layer


Chapter 7

Another Layer

Monday morning dawned bright and early, with a pit of anxiety twisting in my stomach. Julian’s cryptic warning about “not eating much” and his promise of “the next step” had haunted me all weekend. Even Ryan noticed my distraction during our Sunday movie night, asking if I was feeling well.

“Just work stress,” I’d lied, cuddling against him on the couch while secretly checking my phone for any new instructions from Julian. Nothing came until this morning—a simple text as I was leaving the apartment:

Wear a skirt. No panties. Be in my office by 7:30 AM.

My heart pounded as I rode the elevator up, feeling the cool air on my bare skin beneath my pencil skirt. Going without underwear was nothing new—Julian had been making me do it for weeks now—but the lack of specifics about today’s “training” had me on edge.

When I reached his office, the door was already unlocked. I stepped inside to find Julian standing by the window, the city spreading out below him like a kingdom. He turned as I entered, his eyes traveling over my body with proprietary interest.

“Good morning, Ava,” he said calmly, as if we hadn’t spent Saturday morning in a debauched tangle of limbs and sweat. “Lock the door.”

I complied, my hands trembling slightly. “What’s going to happen today?” I asked, trying to keep my voice steady.

Julian moved toward me, circling slowly. “Today we begin your physical conditioning. You’ve been responding well to verbal and psychological training, but it’s time to prepare your body for more... frequent use.”

I swallowed hard, not entirely surprised but still anxious. “What does that mean?”

“It means,” he said, coming to stand in front of me, “that I intend to fuck you regularly, in various ways, and your body needs to be prepared for that level of activity.”

The bluntness of his words sent a rush of heat through me. “And how will you... prepare me?”

His hand reached out, pushing my hair back from my face. “First, we’re going to train your gag reflex. Your mouth has been... adequate, but it needs to handle more than just the tip.”

I stared at him, the implication sinking in. “You want me to...”

“Take my entire cock down your throat,” he finished. “Yes. Today.”

My immediate reaction was fear. He was significantly larger than average, and even during our most intense sessions, I’d never managed more than half of him without choking.

“Julian, I don’t know if I can,” I admitted, hating the weakness in my voice.

His expression didn’t change. “You can and you will. I’ve broken in countless women like you—faithful wives who thought they had limits. They all surprised themselves in the end.”

He moved to his desk, retrieving a small black leather case that he set on the surface before me. When he opened it, I saw a collection of items that made my stomach flip: lubricant, what looked like small silicon plugs of varying sizes, and something that resembled a miniature dildo.

“Today’s session will be methodical,” he explained, removing the smallest plug. “First, we’ll start with this. It’s designed to help relax your ass.”

He held it up for my inspection. It was slender, maybe an inch wide at its thickest point, with a flared base.

“Bend over the desk,” he directed. “Ass up, hands gripping the edge.”

I hesitated only a moment before complying, the position humiliatingly familiar by now. The wood was cool against my palms as I presented myself to him, my skirt riding up to expose my bare bottom.

“I’ve been thinking about this ass all weekend,” Julian commented, his hand running over one cheek before delivering a sharp smack that made me gasp. “Imagining how it will look stretched around me.”

Before I could respond, I felt the cool touch of lubricant against my anus. My whole body tensed, this territory still relatively new despite Julian’s occasional explorations.

“Relax,” he commanded, his finger pressing gently but firmly. “This plug is nothing compared to what I plan to put here eventually.”

The bluntness of his intentions sent a wave of both fear and shameful excitement through me. His finger worked in small circles, spreading the slick substance around and inside me. I focused on breathing deeply, knowing resistance would only make it worse.

The plug’s tip pressed against me, and I bit my lip to keep from protesting. With steady pressure, Julian pushed it past the tight ring of muscle, the stretching sensation uncomfortable but not painful.

“Good,” he murmured, giving it a final twist to seat it properly. “Now stand up and remove your clothes. Leave the plug in.”

I straightened carefully, feeling the foreign object lodged inside me. As I unbuttoned my blouse and stepped out of my skirt, the movement caused the plug to shift, creating sensations I wasn’t prepared for.

Julian watched me undress with appreciative eyes. “You’re learning to move gracefully even when filled. Progress.”

When I stood naked before him except for my heels, he gestured to the floor in front of his chair. “Kneel.”

I settled onto my knees, looking up at him as he unbuckled his belt. This was the most familiar part of our routine, yet somehow today felt different—more intense, more intentional.

“Open your mouth,” he instructed, freeing his semi-hard cock. “Today, we’re going to work on your depth tolerance.”

I complied, letting my jaw drop open as he moved closer. The scent of him filled my nostrils, the musky, masculine smell that had become as familiar as my own perfume.

Julian guided himself to my lips, running the head across them. “Remember your breathing techniques. When I push in, exhale through your nose.”

I nodded slightly, bracing myself as he began to press forward. He moved slowly, giving me time to adjust as each inch slid into my mouth. When he reached the point where I normally started to gag, he stopped, holding himself there.

“Breathe,” he reminded me, his hand gentle on the back of my head. “And swallow.”

I tried to follow his instructions, my throat convulsing around him as I swallowed. Tears sprung to my eyes as he pushed another inch deeper, stretching my mouth to its limit.

“You can take more,” he said, his voice calm but firm. “Look at me while I’m in your throat.”

My eyes watered as I looked up at him, my vision blurring. Julian held my gaze, his gray eyes both demanding and strangely reassuring. With another shallow thrust, he pushed past my final resistance, the head of his cock slipping into my throat.

“That’s it,” he praised, the words vibrating through me. “Stay there for a moment. Feel how you’re stretched around me.”

The sensation was overwhelming—my jaw aching, my throat full, my airway partially blocked. But beneath the discomfort was a surge of dark pride that I was actually doing this—taking him deeper than ever before.

Julian began to move then, short, controlled thrusts that never fully withdrew from my throat. Each time, I struggled to breathe around him, tears streaming down my cheeks, drool escaping the corners of my mouth.

“Good girl,” he murmured, his movements becoming more urgent. “Your throat is perfect for this. Tight and hot and obedient.”

The plug in my ass shifted with each of his thrusts, creating a secondary stimulation that had me clenching around it involuntarily. My hands found my nipples, pinching them as Julian used my mouth, my body responding despite the discomfort.

“When I cum,” he said, his voice rougher now, “you’ll swallow every drop. Not one drop on your expensive blouse today.”

His pace increased, the force of his thrusts making my head spin with lack of oxygen. Just when I thought I couldn’t take any more, he groaned, holding himself deep as he emptied down my throat. The sensation was unlike anything I’d experienced—the pulsing, the warmth of him, the knowledge that I was taking all of him in the most intimate way possible.

As he withdrew, I coughed, gasping for air, my face a mess of tears and saliva. Julian reached down, gently wiping my chin with his thumb before bringing it to my mouth.

“Taste yourself,” he ordered softly. “See how you’re becoming the perfect cocksucker.”

I obeyed, tasting the mixture of my saliva and his cum on his thumb, shame and pride warring within me.

“That was adequate for a first attempt,” he said, tucking himself away. “We’ll practice daily until you can take me balls-deep without the tears.”

Daily? The thought of this intense, overwhelming experience repeated every morning made my stomach clench. Even as I stood on shaky legs, reaching for my clothes, I knew I would be back tomorrow, ready for more.

“Now for your next task,” Julian continued, sitting at his desk as if nothing remarkable had just occurred. “You’ll keep the plug in until lunch. During that time, I want you to arrange for Ryan to have dinner with my wife and me Friday night.”

I froze mid-buttoning my blouse. “Your wife? I didn’t know you were married.”

“I am,” he said simply. “And Victoria enjoys... meeting the women I’ve chosen. She appreciates the process.”

The implication was clear but shocking. “She knows about us? About your... preferences?”

“Victoria and I have an understanding,” Julian explained, his eyes boring into mine. “She finds certain aspects of my... extracurricular activities intriguing. Friday’s dinner will be an introduction.”

My mind raced with questions and fears. What kind of woman knew about her husband’s conquests and wanted to meet them? What would Ryan think when he learned I’d arranged for us to have dinner with the CEO and his wife?

“Why Friday?” I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.

“Because by then,” Julian said, standing and moving to adjust my crooked necklace, “your conditioning will have progressed sufficiently. The plug is just the beginning, Ava. By Friday, I expect you to be ready for your first exhibition.”

My breath caught in my throat. “Exhibition?”

He smiled that predatory smile I’d come to both fear and crave. “Let’s just say Victoria has been looking forward to seeing a good wife... expand her horizons.”

The casual way he delivered this information made it somehow more terrifying. As he walked me to the door, his hand possessively on my lower back, my mind whirled with implications I wasn’t ready to face.

“Send Ryan the invitation by end of day,” he instructed, pausing with his hand on the doorknob. “And don’t forget the plug. If it falls out, I’ll expect a picture of you putting it back in. Understand?”

“Yes, Julian,” I whispered, feeling the familiar surrender washing over me.

He opened the door just enough for me to slip out. As I made my way to my office, the plug shifting with each step, I realized with sick certainty that Julian was accelerating his plans. The gradual introduction I’d experienced over the past month was giving way to something more intense, more demanding.

By Friday, my husband would be dining with the man who fucked his wife daily. The man who was systematically reshaping my body and mind for purposes I still didn’t fully understand.

And the worst part? As I sat at my desk, trying to compose myself before my first morning meeting, I felt a pulse of excitement beneath the shame.

Julian was right—I was changing. And deep down, some part of me wanted to see just how far this transformation would go.


Double Down


Chapter 8

Double Down

I couldn’t sleep Tuesday night. After two days of wearing the increasingly larger plugs Julian had prescribed, my body felt sensitized in ways I’d never experienced. Each time I moved, sat, or walked through the office, I was acutely aware of the fullness in my ass—a constant reminder of Julian’s control and the dinner that loomed just three days away.

Ryan had been thrilled when I forwarded him the invitation from Julian and his wife. “The CEO’s inviting us to his home?” he’d marveled over dinner. “This could be huge for my career, Ava.”

The irony was so painful I could barely breathe. Ryan thought this was about his advancement, while I knew it was about my submission.

Wednesday morning arrived with Julian’s now-familiar 7:30 AM text.

Office. Now. No skirt today.

I’d dressed accordingly, wearing a blouse that ended just below my waist and nothing else. The thought of walking to Julian’s office bottomless sent shivers through me—part fear, part shameful anticipation.

His door was unlocked, as always. When I entered, he was already seated behind his desk, his jacket draped over the back of his chair, his tie loose around his neck.

“Lock the door,” he commanded without looking up from his papers. “Then come here.”

I obeyed, my bare thighs rubbing together as I walked, the plug inside me making each step an exercise in sensation.

“Did you sleep well?” he asked finally, his eyes traveling up my body.

“No,” I admitted honestly. “I was... thinking about Friday.”

“Good,” he said, pushing his chair back. “Anticipation is part of the experience. Bend over the desk.”

As I positioned myself across the smooth mahogany, I caught a glimpse of myself in the reflective surface—a woman presented like an offering, her pussy and the end of the black silicon plug visible beneath the hem of her blouse.

“The plug is medium-sized today,” Julian observed, his fingers tracing the stretched ring of muscle around it. “How does it feel?”

“Uncomfortable,” I breathed, trying not to squirm under his touch. “But I can manage.”

He chuckled darkly. “Manage. Such a practical word for what you’re experiencing. You’re being prepared, Ava. Trained. Soon enough, this will feel natural.”

His finger pressed the plug slightly, sending a jolt of sensation through me. “Let’s review Friday’s arrangements,” he continued, his voice conversational as if he weren’t touching me so intimately. “Victoria and I have planned a special evening. Seven o’clock, formal attire. Ryan should wear a suit, and you...” His hand moved to stroke my wet folds, making me gasp. “You’ll wear something I’ll have delivered to your home tomorrow.”

I shuddered as his fingers found my clit, my hips involuntarily pushing back. “What kind of something?”

“The kind that leaves little to the imagination,” he said, slipping one finger inside me while the other hand continued working the plug. “Victoria wants to see your body properly displayed. She appreciates... aesthetic presentation.”

The mention of Julian’s wife made me tense, a complex mix of shame and confusion twisting through me. “Why does she want to see me?” I whispered.

His fingers stilled inside me. “She understands power dynamics, Ava. Finds beauty in submission. Unlike you,” he added, thrusting another finger into my pussy, “she has no internal conflict about what she wants.”

As he resumed a rhythm that had me moaning against the desk, my mind reeled with images of this mysterious woman—what she looked like, how she conducted herself knowing her husband regularly used other women in his office.

“You’ll answer her questions honestly,” Julian continued, his thumb pressing against my ass as he worked my body. “You’ll show her the obedience you’ve learned. And if she wishes to touch you...”

His voice trailed off, but the implication was clear. The idea of being touched by Julian’s wife, in front of Ryan, sent a horrified spark of arousal through me.

The sensation built rapidly under Julian’s skilled hands, my body betraying me with how quickly I approached climax. Just as I was about to cum, he withdrew completely, leaving me empty and needy.

“Julian,” I protested, pushing back in a futile attempt to regain contact.

“The correct form of address,” he reminded me sharply, smacking my exposed ass with his open palm. “You’ll learn that I control when you orgasm.”

I whimpered, both from the sting and the denial. “I’m sorry, sir.”

“That’s better.” His hand stroked my stinging cheek gently. “Friday, Ryan will discover what you’ve become. Not all at once, of course—we’ll break him gently. But he’ll see the marks I’ve left on you, both visible and... internal.”

The word sent a chill down my spine, but my treacherous body still throbbed with need. Julian walked around the desk, sitting in his chair directly in front of me.

“Show me how sorry you are,” he said, unzipping his pants. “Prove you remember your training from Monday.”

Still bent over the desk, I turned my head to face him, his erect cock inches from my lips. This position—with my ass displayed, plugged and empty, while my mouth was available for his use—humiliated me even as I opened for him.

I followed the breathing techniques he’d taught me, taking him deeper than I would have thought possible just days ago. Julian groaned his approval, his hand threading through my hair to guide my movements.

“That’s it,” he praised, his hips beginning to thrust gently. “See how quickly your body adapts? Soon you’ll be able to take me this way without preparation.”

The thought should have horrified me, but instead, I felt a perverse pride in pleasing him. My jaw ached and tears streamed down my face as he pushed deeper, but I didn’t resist when he held me down, forcing me to take him until my nose pressed against his stomach.

When he finally came, it was with a harsh groan, holding me against him as he emptied into my throat. “Swallow every drop,” he reminded me, withdrawing slowly.

I collapsed onto the desk, gasping for air, my body shaking with unsatisfied arousal and conflicting emotions. Julian, meanwhile, tucked himself away with casual efficiency, his composure restored as if he hadn’t just used my throat for his pleasure.

“As part of your conditioning,” he said, straightening his tie, “you won’t touch yourself until Friday. Ryan’s lovemaking is permitted, but no solo pleasure. I want you focused, desperate.”

I nodded weakly, still trying to catch my breath. The denial of release was both punishment and strange reward—knowing my arousal was exactly what Julian wanted.

“You may return to your desk,” he said, returning his attention to the papers on his desk. “And Ava?”

I paused at the door, turning back to face him.

“Wear something form-fitting tomorrow,” he instructed. “I want to watch your frustration grow.”

Wednesday passed in a haze of edging denial. Every time I shifted at my desk, I was reminded of the plug. Every interaction with colleagues felt loaded, as if they could somehow see through my professional exterior to the slut beneath. I even caught Ryan watching me across the office at one point, his brow furrowed in curiosity.

“What?” I asked during our coffee break.

He shook his head. “You just seem... different lately. More confident, I guess? I can’t quite put my finger on it.”

If only he knew what was “different”—that my confidence came from being owned by another man, that my new sexuality had been trained into me in secret morning sessions while he slept.

By Thursday, the plug Julian required was uncomfortably large, stretching me to what felt like my limit. When the courier delivered the package from Julian—an exquisite evening gown and a smaller, beautifully wrapped box with instructions to open it Friday morning—I was both terrified and strangely excited for whatever came next.

Ryan took extra care getting ready Friday evening, showering and shaving meticulously. “This could be a turning point,” he said, adjusting his tie in the mirror. “The personal connection with the CEO—it matters more than all the code I’ve written.”

I smiled weakly, too focused on the ache between my legs—four days of denied release had left me constantly aroused and distracted. My fingers twitched with the urge to bring myself relief, but Julian’s prohibition held.

As we drove to Julian’s home—an impressive modern mansion overlooking the harbor—I thought about running away, telling Ryan everything. But the impulse faded as quickly as it came, drowned out by the powerful anticipation that had taken root in my psyche.

The butler greeted us at the door, leading us through stunning spaces filled with art that cost more than our entire apartment. Victoria and Julian were waiting in the living room—a breathtaking couple that seemed plucked from a magazine. Victoria was in her early forties, with elegant silver-streaked black hair and the kind of beauty that came from perfect grooming and endless money.

“Ryan, Ava, so glad you could join us,” she said, her voice cultured and warm. “I’ve heard so much about you both.”

Ryan launched into business talk, oblivious to the undercurrents passing between Julian and me—the heated look, the subtle command in his eyes.

As we moved to the dining room, Julian’s hand brushed against my lower back, sending electricity through me. “You followed instructions,” he murmured quietly, his fingers finding the edge of the scandalously low-cut dress he’d sent.

“Julian,” Victoria called from the head of the table, her voice sharp with meaning, “why don’t you sit next to Ava? I’d like to get to know Ryan better.”

The seating arrangement placed us strategically—husbands separated, each next to the other’s spouse. I caught Ryan’s momentary confusion, but he covered it smoothly, engaging Victoria in conversation about art collecting.

The dinner progressed through course after exquisite course, wine flowing freely. With each glass, Ryan became more animated, more confident. Julian, however, grew quieter, his focus narrowing to me with laser precision.

“Ava,” Victoria said during dessert, “Julian tells me you’re quite the rising star at the office. Tell me, how do you find working so closely with such a... demanding boss?”

The double meaning was impossible to miss. I felt Julian’s hand on my thigh under the table, fingers inching higher.

“He has... high expectations,” I managed, my voice catching as Julian’s fingers found the heat between my legs. “But I find that... motivating.”

“How interesting,” Victoria purred, watching me with knowing eyes. “Some women find demanding men intimidating. You seem to thrive on it.”

I gasped as Julian pushed two fingers inside me, my hand gripping the tablecloth. Ryan, across from me, was deep in conversation about corporate restructuring, completely unaware that under the table, his wife was being fingered by his boss.

“That’s... one way to put it,” I whispered, trying to maintain composure as Julian stroked my inner walls.

Victoria’s eyes never left my face, a slight smile playing on her lips. “And Ryan? How does he feel about his beautiful wife working for such a powerful man?”

Julian’s thumb found my clit, making me bite my lip to keep from moaning. Ryan, thankfully, was describing some technical achievement to Victoria, missing the entire exchange.

“He’s... supportive,” I managed, the understatement of the century as my orgasm built rapidly under Julian’s skilled touch.

“Lucky man,” Victoria murmured, raising her wine glass to her lips. “Not everyone would be so... open-minded.”

I came suddenly, silently, my body trembling as waves of pleasure crashed through me while Julian’s eyes held mine with unmistakable triumph. I wanted to hate him for this—this risk, this violation of our supposed “rules” about keeping our secret. Instead, I felt the same sick thrill that had come to define my relationship with him.

As the aftershocks subsided, Julian withdrew his hand from beneath my dress, bringing his glistening fingers to his lips and tasting them blatantly. Victoria watched the entire display with appreciative interest.

“Ryan,” Julian said, breaking into the conversation across the table, “why don’t you join me for a brandy in the study? I’d love to hear more about your latest project.”

I watched in dazed confusion as my husband stood, completely unaware of what had just transpired. “Sure, Julian. Ava, will you be okay with Victoria?”

The women exchanged glances—two predators sharing knowledge the prey couldn’t comprehend.

“I’ll take excellent care of her,” Victoria promised, her smile enigmatic.

As the men left the room, I felt the balance of power shift dramatically. Victoria moved to sit beside me, her perfume expensive and intoxicating.

“You’ve come along nicely,” she said softly, her hand reaching out to touch the neckline of my dress. “Julian was right about you—the sweet ones always make the most spectacular transformations.”

“I don’t know what you mean,” I whispered, but my protest sounded weak even to my own ears.

Victoria’s fingers traced the swell of my breast above the dress. “Oh, I think you do.” Her touch was surprisingly gentle, a stark contrast to Julian’s demanding hands. “You’ve spent the week being prepared, haven’t you? Getting your body ready for... entertainment.”

My breath caught as her fingers slipped inside my dress, finding my nipple. “Julian likes to share,” she continued, pinching lightly until I gasped. “And I appreciate beautiful things. Particularly when they belong to my husband.”

The revelation should have shocked me, but somehow it made perfect sense—this elegant woman not just tolerating but participating in Julian’s games.

“He told me about your little morning sessions,” Victoria murmured, her other hand sliding under the table to my thigh. “And how much you enjoy being his secret slut.”

The crude word coming from her refined lips sent a fresh wave of arousal through me. Her fingers moved higher, finding me still wet from my earlier orgasm.

“He said you’d be sensitive tonight,” she whispered in my ear, two fingers pushing inside me. “That you’d been denied all week, waiting for this moment.”

Her movements were slower, more exploratory than Julian’s confident strokes. Where he took, she seemed to want to discover—mapping my responses, cataloging what made me shiver versus what made me gasp.

“And Ryan?” she asked, curling her fingers inside me. “Has he noticed how much you’ve changed? How his sweet wife now drips for another man’s touch?”

I shook my head, my face burning with shame as her fingers found my clit with practiced precision. “He thinks I’m just... more confident at work.”

“Men,” Victoria said with soft contempt, “see what they want to see. Your husband wants a successful wife who validates his ego, so that’s what he sees.” Her thumb circled my sensitive nub, making my hips jerk involuntarily. “But we see you for what you are, don’t we, Ava?”

“What am I?” I breathed, knowing I was playing a dangerous game but unable to stop.

“A natural submissive,” she purred, increasing the pressure between my legs. “A woman discovering her purpose at the hands of a dominant man.” Her teeth nipped my earlobe. “A cheating wife who gets off on betraying her clueless husband.”

The directness of her words pushed me toward another climax, my body tensing around her skilled fingers. Victoria seemed to sense it, adjusting her technique to draw it out.

“Not yet,” she whispered. “I want you to think about something as you cum for me. Think about Ryan in the next room, bragging to Julian about his latest project while Julian’s seed dries on your skin.”

The mental image she painted—my innocent husband and his cruel reality—was exactly what pushed me over the edge. I came with a stifled cry, clenching my teeth to keep from alerting the men just yards away.

As I shuddered through the orgasm, Victoria held me, her touch now almost maternal despite the intimate way she’d just used my body.

“You’ll do perfectly,” she murmured, withdrawing her hand and deliberately licking her fingers clean in front of me. “Julian was right to select you. Now, let’s fix your lipstick before the men return. We don’t want to give away all our secrets at once.”

The rest of the evening passed in a surreal haze. Ryan and Julian returned from their brandy, my husband animated about the business insights he’d gained. As we said our goodbyes in the foyer, Julian pressed something into my hand—a key.

“For my private study,” he said, his voice for everyone’s ears but his eyes speaking only to me. “Feel free to use it whenever the building is empty. For... special projects.”

Ryan clapped him on the back, laughing at some joke about key security I couldn’t process. In the car home, he was euphoric, convinced this dinner had secured his professional future.

“We’re on the way up, Ava,” he declared, squeezing my hand. “Both of us.”

I nodded absently, the weight of the key in my pocket a constant reminder of what I’d actually secured—not professional advancement, but deeper submission to a man who had no intention of ever letting me go.

As Ryan fell asleep beside me that night, I lay awake, the events of the evening replaying in my mind. Victoria’s hands, Julian’s dominance, the key that represented countless future betrayals. For the first time, I consciously realized that this wasn’t just about sex or thrill anymore—it was about power. Not the power I’d thought I wanted when I took this job, but the dark, corruptive power that came from surrendering completely.

And in the quiet darkness, I admitted to myself that I craved it more than I’d ever craved anything in my life.


Unfolding Realities


Chapter 9

Unfolding Realities

It has been exactly three months since I began my position as Julian’s executive assistant. Three months since my life split into two distinct, irreconcilable versions. The calendar marked the date like any other, but for me, it was an anniversary of corruption.

“Good morning, my little project,” Julian said as I entered his office this Monday morning. The term had become his preferred nickname for me in private moments. I locked the door behind me, my heart already racing with anticipation and fear.

This morning was supposed to be like the others—routine degradation to start the week. Instead, Julian had other plans.

“Remove everything except your shoes,” he commanded, leaning against his desk. “Then bend over it. Today I’m testing your training.”

I complied, shedding my blouse, bra, skirt, and underwear. The full nudity still made me blush, even after weeks of exposure. Positioning myself across his desk, the smooth wood cool against my naked breasts, I waited for whatever he had planned.

Julian circled me slowly, his polished shoes clicking against the marble floor. “Your body has adapted beautifully,” he observed, running a finger down my spine. “The plug I required you to wear all weekend has left you perfectly prepared.”

Indeed, my ass felt stretched and tender from the larger size he’d instructed me to wear, the discomfort now strangely familiar and even welcome.

“And your throat,” he continued, unbuckling his belt with methodical precision, “we’ve made significant progress. But oral and anal aren’t enough. It’s time for the main course.”

The blunt announcement made my breath catch. He hadn’t been inside my pussy in ages—always finding more degrading alternatives. Now, the implications sent conflicting emotions through me.

“The final step,” Julian continued, “is claiming what belongs to me in the most fundamental way. Taking the territory your husband mistakenly thinks is his.”

His cock pressed against my entrance, and I couldn’t suppress a moan of need. After days of denial following Friday’s dinner, my body ached for him.

“Look at you,” he taunted, running the head along my slick folds without entering. “Your cunt is begging for it. How long has it been since you had a real cock, Ava? Not that pathetic excuse Ryan calls his.”

“Weeks,” I admitted, my voice breaking. “Please...”

“Please what?” He pushed just the tip inside, stretching me. “Be specific about what you’re begging for.”

I felt tears of shame prick my eyes, but I answered truthfully. “Please fuck me, Julian. Please claim my pussy like it belongs to you.”

With one brutal thrust, he slammed fully inside me, forcing a cry from my lips. The size of him, the possessive power of his entrance—it was overwhelming after the prolonged anticipation.

“Every inch of you belongs to me,” he growled, setting a punishing rhythm that had the desk scraping against the floor. “Your husband has no claim to any of this.”

The desk phone rang, making me stiffen with panic. Julian chuckled darkly, not breaking his pace as he reached to answer.

“Julian Kane,” he said smoothly, while continuing to fuck me with relentless strokes.

“Good morning, sir,” came Michelle’s voice from the intercom. “Your 9:30 conference call is set up, and Mr. and Mrs. Taylor are waiting in reception.”

The reminder that Ryan worked just floors below while I was being fucked raw in the CEO’s office made my head spin. Julian’s hand wrapped around my throat, tilting my head back.

“Send them to conference room B,” he instructed, his hips snapping against my ass. “I’ll be there in fifteen minutes. I’m just finishing up with a... pressing matter.”

I barely suppressed a moan as he thrust deeper, hitting a spot that made stars explode behind my closed eyes.

“Yes, sir,” Michelle replied, and the line clicked off.

Julian’s hand tightened on my throat. “No sound,” he whispered, his voice suddenly dangerous. “Not unless you want the sweet receptionist hearing exactly what I’m doing to my ‘executive assistant’.”

The threat heightened everything—the sensations, the humiliation, the shameful excitement. Each thrust sent pleasure coursing through me, building to an unbearable pressure.

When Julian’s free hand found my clit, circling it with expert precision, I knew I was lost. The orgasm crashed over me with silent intensity, my body clenching around him, every muscle tensing as waves of pleasure washed through me. Only my desperate, shallow breathing betrayed the climax racking my body.

“That’s it,” Julian praised as I trembled through it. “Squeeze that married cunt. Show me how grateful you are for real cock.”

As my orgasm subsided, Julian pulled out abruptly, turning me around and pushing me to my knees. I opened my mouth instinctively, knowing what he wanted. His cock glistened with my arousal, the sight of it making me dizzy with shame and renewed desire.

“Clean it,” he commanded, his hand wrapping in my hair.

I licked and sucked my own juices from him, tasting myself, the ultimate humiliation somehow making me wetter. When he was satisfied, he jerked me to my feet, spinning me to face the floor-to-ceiling window.

The panoramic view of the city spread out below us, office workers going about their days unaware of the debauchery happening above them.

“Look out there,” Julian said from behind me, positioning himself once more at my entrance. “All those people thinking you’re a professional success story. They have no idea that every morning, this prim little assistant is nothing but a cum dump for her boss.”

The words should have been degrading, but in the context of our established dynamic, they were an acknowledgment of truth that both shamed and aroused me.

As he entered me again from behind, his chest pressed against my back, he spoke directly into my ear. “This is what you are now, Ava. A set of holes for my pleasure, a secret slut living a double life.” His thrusts were deliberate, measured, as if we had all the time in the world. “And soon, your husband will watch me turn you into even more.”

The mention of Ryan in this context, the suggestion of what was to come, made me gasp.

“Don’t deny it,” Julian murmured, his fingers pinching my nipples hard enough to make me arch my back. “I’ve seen how you respond when I talk about revealing everything. The shame excites you almost as much as the submission.”

“It does,” I whispered, the admission feeling like falling from a cliff. “God help me, it does.”

Julian’s rhythm increased, his breathing becoming ragged. “That’s my good girl,” he praised. “Finally accepting what she needs.”

He pushed me forward until my breasts pressed against the cool glass, fucking me with abandon. Outside, I could see tiny specks of cars and people—any one of them could look up and see me being taken against the window.

“I’m going to mark this perfect body as mine,” Julian grunted, his hand slipping between my legs to stroke my clit again. “And then I’m going to send you back to your desk with my cum dripping down your thighs, so you can spend the day feeling my ownership with every step.”

The mental image he painted pushed me toward another orgasm, my hands bracing against the glass as he used me roughly. When he came, it was with a roar of triumph, flooding me with warmth that I knew would soon be visible through my professional clothes.

As we both recovered, he held me against the window, our bodies connected in the most intimate way while the city continued its business below.

“Tuesday,” he said eventually, breaking the silence. “Bring Ryan here. 6:30 PM. Tell him I have a special ‘recognition ceremony’ for employees who’ve gone above and beyond.”

My heart skipped a beat. “Julian, he’ll—“

“He’ll watch you kneel for me,” Julian finished, withdrawing from my body. “And he’ll begin his own journey into understanding his place.”

I turned to face him, trying to read his expression. Was this a punishment for me, for Ryan, or some kind of twisted education?

“Clean yourself up,” he instructed, heading to his private bathroom. “And send him a message this instant.”

After he disappeared into the bathroom, I used the wet wipes he kept in his desk drawer to remove the evidence of our encounter, though the ache between my legs would linger. As I dressed on wobbly legs, I wondered how I would possibly explain this to Ryan. The thought of him here, in this room, watching Julian use me—it was simultaneously horrifying and, to my shame, thrilling.

By the time Julian returned, fully composed in a fresh shirt, I had composed a message to Ryan.

“What are you going to tell him?” I asked softly.

Julian’s smile was chillingly confident. “That you deserve a reward for being the most valuable employee in the building. He’ll come proudly, ready to celebrate his wife’s success.” He reached out, tucking a strand of hair behind my ear. “And by the time he leaves, he’ll understand that his success has come at a price he never imagined.”

I shivered, but said nothing as I walked to the door. This was it—the moment our world as a married couple would shatter completely. The logical part of me wanted to cancel, to run, to protect Ryan from the inevitable humiliation.

But as my hand reached for the doorknob, the new part of me—the part Julian had carefully cultivated—quivered with anticipation. Tomorrow night, my sweet, loving husband would see what I’d become. He would watch as another man possessed me, as I responded to dominance in ways I never had with him.

“Six-thirty,” Julian called as I opened the door. “Don’t be late, Ava. I’m looking forward to watching your husband’s face when he finally understands.”

I stepped into the hallway, my knees weak, my pulse racing. The long journey I’d begun when I accepted this job was nearing its inevitable conclusion. Tuesday would change everything—my marriage, my identity, my understanding of myself.

And despite the guilt twisting my stomach, I knew I would be here at six-thirty tomorrow, ready to cross the final line.

The girl who had walked into this office months ago was gone, replaced by a woman I barely recognized. And deep down, in the darkest corner of my soul, I was beginning to understand that I didn’t want to go back. Julian’s control had become my addiction, his approval my purpose, his desires my new moral compass.

I made it to my desk on shaky legs, where I sent the invitation to Ryan’s phone, watching as the “delivered” notification appeared. Somewhere in this building, the man who loved me would receive it with pride and excitement, never imagining that it was an invitation to his personal downfall.

As I opened my email and began responding to mundane requests, the scent of Julian’s expensive cologne still clung to my skin. It was the perfume of corruption, the scent of my transformation from wife to something else entirely.

Something owned.

Something broken.

Something that, terrifyingly, I no longer wished to be fixed.


Exposed


Chapter 10

Exposed

Tuesday evening arrived with all the dread and excitement I’d been battling since Julian gave the order. All day, every ring of my phone made me jump, certain it would be Ryan canceling—or worse, having figured something out. But he texted me mid-afternoon with excited confirmation: Can’t wait to celebrate tonight! You’ve earned this, babe. I’m so proud of you.

Each word was like a knife twisting in my gut. My stomach churned with nausea all afternoon, barely able to pick at the salad I’d brought for lunch. When 5:30 rolled around, I felt dizzy with nerves.

“Take your time,” Julian had told me before his final meeting of the day. “Be in my office by 6:15. I want you freshly... prepared.”

Now, I slipped into the private bathroom attached to my office, my hands shaking as I followed his daily instructions. Off came the sensible underwear I’d worn throughout the workday. On went the red lace thong and matching bra that Julian had provided—the color matching the flushed embarrassment heating my cheeks. I touched up my makeup, adding the extra coat of mascara and the red lipstick he preferred. By the time I finished, the woman in the mirror barely resembled the professional assistant who’d worked all day. She looked like a mistress, not a wife.

The hallway was deserted as I made my way to Julian’s office, my heels clicking against the marble floor. At 6:15 exactly, I slipped inside, closing and locking the door behind me.

Julian was already there, standing by the window, the city lights creating a dramatic backdrop. He’d changed since the morning, now wearing a charcoal suit with a black shirt unbuttoned at the collar—relaxed yet commanding.

“You look perfect,” he said, his eyes traveling over me with obvious appreciation. “Come here.”

I crossed the room, stopping when we were inches apart. He reached out, running his fingers through my hair.

“Nervous?” he asked, though he knew the answer.

“Terrified,” I admitted, my voice barely above a whisper.

His smile was gentle, almost kind—a side of him I rarely saw. “Don’t be. Ryan is about to receive the greatest gift I can offer—understanding his true role.” His thumb traced my lower lip. “You’ve done him a disservice all these years by hiding your nature. Tonight, we set that right.”

“Please,” I whispered, not even sure what I was asking for—mercy or reassurance or both.

Julian cupped my face in his large hands. “Tonight is just the beginning. Trust me, by the end, he’ll thank me for showing him what you really need.”

Before I could respond, he lowered his mouth to mine. Unlike his usual commanding kisses, this one was surprisingly tender—almost loving. It would have been comforting if it weren’t so terrifying.

A knock at the door made me jump back as if burned. Julian didn’t move, simply called out, “Come in.”

Ryan entered, looking handsome in his navy suit, his hair slightly damp from what I knew was an anxious shower. He held a bottle of expensive wine, his smile genuine as he saw me.

“Ava, you look incredible,” he said, then turned to Julian. “Thank you again for this, Mr. Kane. We both appreciate—“

Julian cut him off smoothly. “Please, Ryan, call me Julian.” He moved to close the door behind my husband, a symbolic gesture that made my breath catch. “I asked you here because Ava has exceeded all expectations this quarter. She’s revolutionized my workflow, impressed the board, and generally made my life significantly easier.”

Ryan beamed with pride. “That’s my wife,” he said, reaching for my hand. “Always brilliant.”

I squeezed his hand, trying to ignore the growing tightness in my chest. “It’s just doing my job,” I said, the words sounding hollow.

“And she’s quite beautiful while doing it,” Julian added, his eyes never leaving my face. “Which brings me to a... sensitive matter I’d like to discuss.”

The temperature in the room seemed to drop several degrees. Ryan’s smile faltered slightly. “Sensitive how?”

Julian moved to his desk, retrieving an envelope. “As you know, Aether Dynamics is preparing for a major expansion. With that comes increased scrutiny, and unfortunately, some concerns about... optics.”

He paused, letting the tension build. “Specifically, questions have been raised about the amount of time I spend alone with my assistant, given her beauty and my married status.”

My face burned as Ryan frowned. “That’s ridiculous,” he said quickly. “People are always going to talk, but there’s nothing inappropriate—“

“I agree completely,” Julian interrupted smoothly. “But the perception matters in our business. Which is why I’ve prepared this statement, declaring that your wife’s performance has been strictly professional, and that your marriage is in no way threatened by her role here.”

He extended the envelope to Ryan, who took it with visible relief. “Thank you, Julian. I appreciate you addressing this before it became a problem.”

“Oh, it already is a problem,” Julian said, his voice dropping to a more serious tone. “That’s why we need something more than just a statement. Something that definitively proves there’s nothing to hide.”

I knew what was coming, but my body still jolted with fear as Julian’s eyes locked with mine.

“I think it’s time for full transparency,” he continued, walking around his desk to stand beside me. “Ava has been remarkably... accommodating to some of my more demanding management style. It would be easier if you understood exactly what that entails.”

Ryan looked between us, confusion clouding his expression. “I’m not sure I follow.”

“Let me be direct,” Julian said, his hand coming to rest on my shoulder. “I’ve asked Ava to fulfill certain... personal needs as part of her role. Not because I demanded it, but because she offered.”

The room seemed to spin. Ryan’s face went pale, then flushed with anger. “What the fuck are you saying?”

“Ava, perhaps you should explain,” Julian suggested, his fingers tightening slightly on my shoulder.

Tears stung my eyes as I looked at my husband—the man who thought he knew me, who had no idea what I’d become.

“Ryan,” I whispered, “it’s not what you think. I didn’t—“

“Don’t,” Julian cut in, his voice soft but firm. “No lies, Ava. Not now.”

He was right. This was the moment of truth I’d been dreading for weeks.

I swallowed hard, forcing the words out. “Julian... required more than just secretarial duties. And I... I agreed to provide them.”

Ryan stared at me as if I were speaking a foreign language. “What are you talking about? What duties?”

The direct question made me cringe, but Julian’s hand moved to the back of my neck, giving me the strength I needed to continue.

“Sexual,” I whispered, tears finally spilling down my cheeks. “I’ve been... intimate with Julian as part of my job.”

For a moment, Ryan didn’t react, as if his brain couldn’t process the information. Then the anger came, his face twisting with hurt and confusion.

“That’s not possible,” he said, shaking his head. “You would never cheat on me.”

“Not cheat,” Julian corrected smoothly. “Serve. There’s a significant difference. She hasn’t betrayed you—she’s simply fulfilling her potential under my guidance.”

“Fulfilling her—“ Ryan stopped, staring at Julian with growing rage. “Get out of my way. I want to talk to my wife alone.”

Julian didn’t move. “Ryan, this doesn’t need to be confrontational. What Ava has done, she’s done for both of you. For your career. You know the value of my recommendation for that project lead position.”

“This isn’t about my career!” Ryan shouted, advancing toward Julian. “This is about you using my wife like some fucking office prostitute!”

The crude word made me flinch, but Julian remained infuriatingly calm. “Language, Ryan. And ‘prostitute’ implies payment. What Ava and I have is mutually beneficial—she’s discovered aspects of herself that were being neglected in your conventional marriage.”

“My marriage isn’t ‘conventional,’” Ryan spat. “It’s based on love and respect, something you clearly don’t understand.”

Julian’s smile was chilling. “Is that why she’s been lying to you for months? While she was on her knees in my office, where was that love and respect you mention?”

I wanted to sink through the floor as Ryan turned to me, betrayal etched across his features. “Is that true? All those mornings you came in early...”

I nodded, unable to speak, tears streaming down my face.

“And you didn’t think to tell me?” he whispered, his voice breaking slightly. “I trusted you.”

Julian moved closer, placing himself between us slightly. “This is precisely why we need transparency going forward. Ryan, you have two choices: walk away right now, end both her employment and your promotion prospects, or accept the new reality and reap the benefits.”

“What benefits?” Ryan asked bitterly. “Having my wife fuck her boss in exchange for career advancement?”

“No,” Julian said, his voice dropping to a conspiratorial tone. “Having the woman you love transformed into something extraordinary, right before your eyes. Learning her true desires. Becoming the kind of man who can appreciate—and satisfy—those desires.”

The shift in Julian’s tone caught me off guard, and I could see it affecting Ryan too—the change from corporate power play to something more insidious.

“You don’t understand her needs,” Julian continued, moving to stand behind me, his hands resting on my shoulders. “But I do. I’ve spent months unlocking the woman beneath the dutiful wife. The woman who craves to be used, displayed, shared.”

His hands slid down my arms, making me shiver. “Ava needs dominance. She needs to be put in her place and shown her purpose. Can you give her that, Ryan? Or will you continue pretending vanilla sex in the dark satisfies her?”

“This is insane,” Ryan whispered, but his eyes kept flicking to where Julian’s hands now rested on my hips.

“Is it?” Julian challenged. “Then why is your wife trembling right now? Why are her nipples hard beneath that blouse?”

Ryan’s gaze locked on my chest, and I knew Julian was right—my body was betraying me again, responding to his touch and words even in front of my husband.

“The truth is,” Julian continued, his voice like silk over steel, “Ava has needed this for years. She married you because you’re safe, kind. But women like her don’t stay satisfied with safety.” His hands moved to the front of my blouse, slowly unbuttoning it. “They need the edge of danger, the thrill of submission to a man who knows how to take control.”

“Stop,” Ryan said, but there was no force behind the word as Julian opened my blouse, revealing the red lace bra beneath.

“You don’t want me to stop,” Julian said confidently. “You want to watch. You want to see what your wife has become when properly led.”

My blouse slid off my shoulders, falling to the floor. I stood before my husband half-naked, trembling with shame and anticipation.

“Ava,” Ryan whispered, his voice conflicted, “you don’t have to do this.”

But I did. I wanted to. The realization hit me with stunning clarity as Julian unhooked my bra, freeing my breasts to the cool air of the office.

“It’s okay, Ryan,” I said, surprising myself with the steadiness of my voice. “He’s right—I’ve changed. I need... this.”

Julian’s hands cupped my breasts, rolling my nipples between his fingers, making me gasp. “Show him,” he commanded softly. “Show your husband how much you enjoy being displayed.”

My eyes locked with Ryan’s as Julian continued to touch me, as he demonstrated what I now craved—ownership, domination, the pleasure that came from surrender. Slowly, I reached for my skirt, unzipping it and letting it pool around my ankles.

“Oh God,” Ryan whispered, watching as I stood before both men in nothing but the red thong and heels.

“Beautiful, isn’t she?” Julian murmured, one hand sliding down my stomach to the lace between my legs. “And so responsive. She’s wet already, just from showing herself to you.”

The shame of being exposed, of having my arousal announced, made my knees weak. But the desire—oh God, the desire was overwhelming.

“Kneel,” Julian whispered against my ear, and I obeyed instantly, sinking to the plush carpet.

“What are you doing?” Ryan asked, his voice strangled.

“Showing her place,” Julian replied, beginning to unbutton his own shirt. “The place she’s found with me. The place you’ve been unable to provide.”

The accusation stung, but I couldn’t deny its truth. As Julian undressed, I watched my husband watch me, saw the mix of horror and fascination in his eyes.

“When I give the command,” Julian said, his eyes on me, “you’ll take out my cock and show Ryan how well you’ve learned to serve it.”

My breath caught at the bald instruction, but I nodded. This was the point of no return, the final bridge to burn.

Ryan’s hands were clenched at his sides, his face a mask of pain and confusion. “This is your last chance to leave,” he told me, but we both knew it wasn’t a real offer—he was as trapped by the moment as I was.

Julian removed his underwear, his erection springing free. Even after all this time, his size still intimidated me—the thickness, the length, the heavy balls beneath.

“Show him,” Julian repeated, and I reached for him with trembling hands.

I’d touched him countless times now, but never with Ryan watching. My fingers circled his shaft, stroking him slowly as I looked up into his face, then over at my husband.

“Jesus,” Ryan whispered, seeing me touch another man’s cock.

“Lovely,” Julian praised. “Now show him how you use that talented mouth of yours.”

I leaned forward, my tongue flicking out to taste him. As I took the head between my lips, Ryan made a strangled sound—a mix of pain and something darker that I didn’t want to name.

“That’s it,” Julian encouraged, his hand threading through my hair. “Take me deep. Show your husband what you’ve become.”

I followed his guidance, taking him inch by inch, using the breathing techniques he’d taught me until my nose pressed against his abdomen. The tears in my eyes now were from effort as much as shame.

“Holy fuck,” Ryan whispered, his hand unconsciously moving to his own crotch, where an obvious bulge had formed.

Julian noticed, a triumphant smile playing on his lips. “See? Even now, your body responds to seeing her properly used. It’s natural to be aroused by witnessing your wife’s submission to a more dominant man.”

I continued to work Julian’s cock with my mouth, my hand cupping his balls, all while sneaking glances at Ryan. My husband stood rooted to the spot, his chest heaving, his conflict visible in every line of his body.

Julian gently pulled me off him, my lips making a soft, obscene sound as they released him. “Enough. We wouldn’t want to finish too quickly.” He nodded toward the leather couch. “Lie down. Face up. I want your husband to see your face as I take what’s mine.”

As I moved to comply, Ryan finally found his voice. “You can’t be serious about... about...”

“Fucking her?” Julian finished bluntly. “I’ve been fucking her for months, Ryan. The only difference is now you get to watch.”

I positioned myself on the couch, my head propped against the armrest, my body exposed to both men. The position forced me to look directly at Ryan as Julian approached, spreading my legs with possessive hands.

“Tell him,” Julian commanded, hooking his fingers in the sides of my thong. “Tell your husband what you want.”

I swallowed hard, the moment terrifying and electrifying. “I want you,” I whispered to Julian, but my eyes stayed on Ryan. “I want you to fuck me.”

Julian removed my thong, baring me completely. “Louder. Use words he can’t mistake.”

“I want you to fuck me,” I repeated, my voice stronger. “I need your cock inside me.”

Ryan flinched at the words, but didn’t look away. Julian positioned himself between my legs, the head of his cock teasing my entrance.

“And why?” Julian pressed, still holding my gaze.

“Because you’re in charge,” I gasped as he pushed just the tip inside. “Because you make me feel... alive.”

With one powerful thrust, Julian entered me completely, filling me in a way Ryan never had. My back arched off the couch, a moan escaping my lips.

“Look at your wife,” Julian said, beginning to move inside me. “Look how she responds to a real fucking.”

I was helpless to control my reactions now, my body taking over, meeting Julian’s thrusts, the pleasure overwhelming the shame. When my eyes found Ryan’s again, I saw something I hadn’t expected—a reluctant fascination mixed with his pain.

“Yes,” Julian growled, noticing it too. “He’s beginning to understand. To see what you are—what you’ve always been beneath the surface.”

His pace increased, each thrust designed to hit the perfect spot inside me. I writhed beneath him, unable to look away from my husband, who now stood closer, as if drawn against his will.

“You can touch yourself,” Julian told Ryan, never breaking his rhythm. “I give you permission. See how it feels to get off while watching your wife properly fucked.”

“Fuck you,” Ryan spat, but his hand drifted to his pants, hesitating at the zipper.

I reached between my legs, finding my clit, the stimulation pushing me toward climax. “Ryan,” I gasped, Julian’s name slipping into the space between us.

My husband’s eyes met mine, and in that moment, I saw his surrender. His zipper came down, his hand wrapping around his cock as he watched Julian claim me.

“That’s it,” Julian approved, increasing his tempo. “Learn from it. See how a woman should be taken.”

The orgasm built rapidly, the taboo nature of what was happening amplifying every sensation. When I came, I cried out Julian’s name, my body clenching around him as pleasure washed through me in waves. The sound seemed to trigger Ryan’s own release, his hand working furiously as he watched me shatter.

Julian followed moments later, his rhythm becoming erratic before he drove deep and held himself there, groaning as he emptied inside me. The warmth of his cum, the knowledge that Ryan had just witnessed it—everything was too much, too intense.

As we stilled, the only sounds in the room were our heavy breathing. Julian withdrew carefully, his release immediately beginning to leak from me onto the expensive leather.

He stood, looking completely in control while I felt utterly undone. “There now,” he said calmly, adjusting his clothing. “Transparency achieved.”

Ryan was slumped in a nearby chair, his expression unreadable as he stared at me—spread open, used, marked by another man.

“What now?” I whispered, my voice barely audible.

Julian moved to stand beside me, his hand possessively on my thigh. “Now you go home with your husband, and we all pretend this never happened... in public.” His thumb stroked my skin. “But privately, everything has changed. You’ll continue your duties here, and Ryan will begin to understand his new role in our arrangement.”

“My role?” Ryan repeated hollowly.

“Supportive husband,” Julian clarified. “One who understands that his wife needs more than he can provide, and takes pride in her finding that fulfillment.” He looked at me with possessive eyes. “I expect you both here tomorrow night for a more... extended session.”

I didn’t know how to respond, so I simply nodded, gathering my scattered clothes. Ryan said nothing as we dressed in silence, as Julian poured himself a celebratory drink.

When we reached the elevator, Julian handed me a keycard. “This will get you into the building after hours,” he said, his meaning clear. “And this,”—he pressed a velvet box into my hand—“is a token of my appreciation for tonight’s honesty.”

In the car ride home, Ryan stared straight ahead, neither of us speaking. When we entered our apartment, I expected anger, recriminations, anything but what actually happened.

“I’ve never seen you like that,” he finally said, his voice raw. “So alive, so... lost in pleasure.”

I looked down at my hands, still trembling slightly. “I’m sorry,” I whispered.

Ryan surprised me by taking my face in his hands, making me look at him. “Don’t be. I hate it and it turns me on, and I don’t understand how both can be true, but...” He swallowed hard. “I don’t want to lose you, even if it means sharing you.”

The relief and confusion brought fresh tears to my eyes. “I don’t understand either,” I admitted.

“We’ll figure it out,” he said, pulling me into his arms. “Together. Just... promise me one thing.”

“Anything,” I whispered into his shoulder.

“Don’t fall in love with him,” he said quietly. “That’s the one thing I couldn’t handle.”

As I held my husband, the diamond necklace he’d given me hanging between us, Julian’s gift burning a hole in my pocket, I wondered if it was already too late. The line between fear and love, between degradation and desire, had blurred beyond recognition.

And in that moment, I wasn’t sure which man I was truly betraying—my gentle husband by surrendering to his boss, or my ruthless master by holding onto the marriage Julian clearly wanted to dismantle.

Either way, the only certainty was that tomorrow night—and all the nights after—would push us all deeper into the darkness we’d stepped into tonight.

I closed my eyes, unable to face the future racing toward us, where Julian Kane would no longer be my secret—but instead, the architect of our entire existence.
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